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Your  Son's  Future 


Needless  to  say  every  Canadian  father  and  mother  is  anxious  that  their  children  grow  into 

fine  honourable  men  and  women,  embued  with  our  traditional  standards  of  morality. 

Canadian  home  life,  Canadian  society  and  British  Law  and  Order  are  the  pride  of  every 

native  son  of  this  Dominion. 

How  much  of  this  laxity  in  morals,  that  we  hear  so  much  about  to-day,  is  due  to  the 

disgusting  pictures  and  sensuous  stories  that  are  printed  in  the  foreign  magazines  that 

clog  our  news-stands? 

You,  as  a  Canadian,  must  protect  your  family  from  the  morals  of  the  street-walker  and 

business  standards  of  a  Ponzi. 

The  Canadian  Magazine  is  a  credit  to  its  birthplace  of  thirty  years  ago.     Bright,  clever, 

amusing — moral,  but  not  prudish.     Lighted  by  pictures  of  attractive  girls,  ballasted  with 

articles  on   business  and  public  affairs;  strengthened  by  fiction    from   famous   writers; 

savoured  with  humour  and  wit,  and  published  by  Canadian  brains  and  Canadian  labour 

for  Canadians — who  are  still  Canadians. 


ON       ALL      NEWS-STANDS 
OR  $2.00  A  YEAR  BY  MAIL 
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Reflecting  the  latest  trend  with  its  longer,  lower,  more 
attractive  lines  and  smart  color  scheme,  a  new,  improved 
Sedan  is  offered  by  REO. 

Embodying  refinements  in  both  body  and  chassis — 
including  the  newly  designed  REO  Safety  Control — it  is 
REO's  supreme  triumph  in  twenty-one  years  of  fine 
motor  car  manufacturing. 
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Springtime  Unnoted 


DO  you  think,  because  it's  springtime, 
I  am  going  to  sing  of  love; 
Do  you  think,  since  snows  are  melting, 
I  will  rhyme  the  word  with  "dove"? 
Do  you  think,  while  blossoms  burgeon 
On  every  wakening  limb 
And  Pan  goes  gallivanting, 
I  am  going  of  write  to  him? 

Just  a  Voice 


The  sole  survivor  of  a  shipwreck 
had  just  been  washed  ashore  on  a 
desert  island.  No  signs  of  life  were 
visible  so  he  started  out  on  a  tour 
of  inspection. 

Being  afraid  of  cannibals  or 
strange  wild  animals  he  moved  very 
cautiously.  As  he  neared  the  top 
of  a  small  sand  dune  he  suddenly 
heard  a  strange  noise. 

He  crouched  apprehensively  not 
knowing  what  to  expect  and  then 
suddenly    he    heard    a    voice    say, 

"WHO"  IN  TRUMPED 

THAT  ACE  OF  MINE?" 

"Thank  the  Lord,  "murmured 
the  man  to  himself,  "there  are 
Christians  on  this  island!" 


A  New  One 


Wife:  "Ah!  ha!  there's  a  hair 
on  your  coat  collar." 

Hubby  (cheerily):  "But,  my 
dear,  it's  too  long  for  a  woman's!" 

Marriage  Song 

Oh,  there's  pain  in  my  breast; 

In  my  heart  there's  a  sigh. 
Though  I  struggle  my  best, 
There's  a  pain  in  my  breast. 
It's  so  hard  to  digest. 

My  Julia's  first  pie; 
So  there's  pain  in  my  breast; 

In  my  heart  there's  a  sigh. 

— D.  A.  F. 


Just  because  the  April  twilights 
Are  more  potent  than  champagne 
And  the  crazy,  lazy,  hazy  season's 
Here  with  us  again, 
Never  dream,  though  robins  chirrup 
And  my  heart  is  on  the  wing, 
That  I'd  be  so  darned  old-fashioned 
As  to  write  about  the  spring! 

— Stephen   Moon. 


The  Unwritten  In-Law 

'Are  you  related  to  her  by  marriage? 
'No,  but  I'm  her  brother  by  refusal!" 
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"I  hjxew  yous  guys  was  layin  fer  me  an'  that's  why  I  brought  this  fierce  dawg  along!" 


ew 


Auntie's  Train 

"Whenever  Auntie  moves  around 
Her  dresses  make  a  curious  sound; 
They  trail  behind  her  up  the  floor. 
And  trundle  after  through  the  door.'' 

Way  back  in  Queen  Victoria's  time 
This  fairy  tale,  this  funny  rhyme, 
This  pretty  myth  of  aunt  and  gown 
By  Stevenson  was  written  down 

The  aunt,  whose  trailing,  trundling 

dress 
Clung  to  the  floor  with  soft  caress. 
Was  the  most  fanciful  creation 
Of  Robert  L's  imagination. 

Because  to-day  each  person  knows, 
If  auntie  let  her  scanty  clothes 
Trail  down  behind  her  on  the  floor, 
She'd  have  a  train,  but  not  much 
more.  Ron  Evcrson. 

*        *        * 

"Hello,  will  you  send  over  a  half 
a  dozen  pictures?'' 

"What  kind  do  you  want?" 
"Oh,   yes,    I    forgot.      Something 
that    will    go    well    with    blue    wall 
paper  and  a  Pekinese  dog." 


Hot  Stuff 

Inquiring  Customer — "Why  do 
you  advertise  that  your  coal  burns 
like  a  movie  queen's  love?" 

Clerk  —  "Because  it's  been 
screened,  lady." 

— R.  D.  L. 
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The  Purp:  "They'll  never  convince 
me  that  there  are  any  beavers  who 
build  houses  that  big!'' 


"Out  of  the  Mouths  of 
Babes-" 

Three  safety  pins — the  bath  plug 
. — two  spools — a  chunk  of  coa'— 
soap — a  copper  or  two — assorted 
thumbs — a  curtain  ring — the  ear  of 
one  yelping  pup — gran'pa's  spec- 
tacles— the  biscuit  that  tumbled 
down  cellar  last  week — father's 
collar  button  (the  dashed  thing!) — 
our  one  and  only  begonia  blossom 
— and  every  known  variety  of  wail 
ranging  from  a  "Yee!"  to  a  well- 
executed  "Blah!" 

-C.  E.  L. 

*  *  * 

Still  Missing 

He  deserves  a  radium  medal, 
cash  prizes  and  the  world's  homage. 

Never  has  he  looked  up  from  his 
magazine  to  say,  "Did  you  hear 
this  one?  I'll  read  it."  Not  once 
yet  did  he  remark,  "You  must  read 
that  bit  at  the  top  of  page  eight  in 
the  paper  you're  reading." 

Yes,  he  lives — in  this  world,  too. 

But  I  haven't  just  found  him 
yet. 
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Those  Naughty 
Novels 

The  Effect  of  Some  of  Our    Morally 

Turpitudinous  Literature  upon 

a  Variety  of  Intellects. 


Montmorency  reads  the  lurid  pages 
without  so  much  as  a  flicker  of  an 
eyelash.  But  then,  Montmorency 
has  lived  and  loved  and  suffered,  not 
once,  but  many  times.  Life  holds 
no  surprises  and  certainly  no  thrills 
for  him. 


Drawings  by 
A.  B.  SAWTELLE 


Poor  dear  Amelia  Wigglesniff  is 
getting  the  most  potent  thrills  of  her 
life.  Shocked?  Oh,  my.  yes! 
Horrified?  Quite!  But  in  our 
opinion  the  dear  thing  quite  enjoys 
it. 
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Little  Tommy  Tucker  is  his  own  censor. 


Thomas  IV.  Jayne,  Esq.,  is  approaching 
apoplexy.  The  booh  is  an  outrage  and  a 
menace  to  the  public.  He  is  going  to 
write  a  scathing  letter  to  the  papers  about 
it      us  soon  as  he  finishes. 


Mar  got  simply  can't  put  the  book.  down. 
She  reads  straight  through  until  four  in 
the  morning  and.  my  dear,  she  has  simply 
never  read  anything  so  thrillingly  exciting 
in  all  her  life.      Oh,  boy,  it's  potent! 
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The  ballet  is  familiar  to  us 
through  the  comparatively  rare  Visits 
of  the  touring  companies  of  world- 
famous  leaders,  who  swoop  down 
upon  us  with  their  kaleidoscopic 
rout  of  shepherds  and  nymphs,  of 
Oriental  dancing  girls,  of  satyrs,  of 
toe-dancers  and  hoop-skirts  and  Ethi- 
opians. It  is  also  brought  occasion- 
ally to  us  in  the  interludes  of  musical 
reviews  in  which  an  Indian  legend 
or  an  amour  in  crinolines  is  panto- 
mimed for  us.  The  atmosphere  of 
fantasy,  so  intricately  woven  into  the 


shadow  with   a   monstrous  bag  of 
swag.      He    flits    from  side   to  side 


cloth  of  the  ballet,  has  conventionally 
demanded  the  exotic  as  its  theme.  In 
this  day,  however,  of  Hamlet  in  plain 
clothes,  why  not  a  ballet  of  the  world 
as  we  see  it? 

The  stage  is  lit  by  a  dim  street 
light,  barely  sufficient  to  show  the 
little  huddled  houses  in  the  fore- 
gound.  At  the  back  of  the  stage, 
high  up,  a  light  glows  in  a  window 
of  a  sky-scraper.  Cat-calls  off 
stage.  Eerie  music.  A  Reveller 
enters;  he  does  a  Drunk  dance  and 
staggers  off  through  a  street  en- 
trance at  rear.  His  voice  comes 
back  faintly,  singing 

" .  .  .  .  There's  only  one  favor  that 
I'll  ask  of  you! 

Show  me  the  way  to  go  home." 

The  orchestra  carries  a  few  bars 
of  the  theme.  A  Lover  enters;  he 
is  poorly  dressed.  He  pauses, 
looking  up  at  a  window,  walks  off. 
A  Policeman  does  a  caricature  of  a 
beat-walk,  swinging  his  baton. 
Exit.     A    Thief    comes    out    of    a 


of  the  stage.  Suddenly  the  stage 
is  flooded  with  moonlight.  He 
slips  away...  Six  Milkmen  with 
heavy  boots  clog  in,  whistling; 
their  wire  trays  of  bottles  rattle. 
They  fill  the  stage  with  terrific 
racket  for  a  few  minutes,  during 
which  the  moonlight  pales  and  a 
pink  glow  suffuses  the  stage.  The 
stage  is  cleared  for  the  Newsboy's 
dance.  When  he  is  gone,  the 
light  grows  brighter.  Six  doors 
open,  and  six  Housewives  appear 
simultaneously  in  boudoir  caps, 
and  sweep  off  the  front  steps  in 
unison.  Their  doors  slam  shut 
together.  The  window  at  which 
the  Lover  gazed  is  thrown  open  and 
the  Sweetheart  combs  her  golden 
hair  in  a  shaft  of  sunlight.  A 
canary  sings. 


A  ballet  of  eighteen  Workingmen 
enter  with  lunch  pails,  picks  and 
shovels,  etc.  They  fill  the  stage 
for  a  moment,  dancing  with  energy. 
Then  come  the  Office  Workers,  the 
Clerks  and  Stenographers.  Six  of 
each  are  homely  and  dressed  in 
black;  they  tread  a  weary  measure. 
Six  of  each  are  gaily  attired;  they 
Charleston  through.  They  are  fol- 
lowed by  the  Bargain  Hunters, 
with  their  shopping-bags,  elbowing, 
pushing  and  tearing  each  other's 
clothes. 


When  the  noise  has  subsided,  the 
Lover  enters  again.  He  whistles 
at  the  window.  It  is  thrown  open 
and  his  Sweetheart  appears.  She 
climbs  out,  and  is  caught  in  his 
arms.  They  dance.  Flutes  supply 
the  music.  Suddenly  the  girl's 
Mother  comes  out  with  a  mop 
and  chases  the  Lover  off.  She 
takes  the  Sweetheart  into  the 
house  again. 

Now  the  Bond  Boys  arrive  with 
their  little  brief-cases.  After  they 
have  gone,  the  Traffic  Cops  enter 
with  their  semaphores  under  their 
arms.  They  set  them  up  and, 
blowing  their  whistles,  turn  them 
together.  With  graceful  sweeps  of 
their  arms  they  beckon  and  arrest 
the  flow  of  imaginary  traffic.  When 
the  six  Big  Executives  come  tramp- 
ing in,  in  their  silk  hats  and  frock 
coats,  the  traffic  signals  all  turn  to 
GO.  During  the  dance  of  the  Big 
Executives,  the  Lover  appears  and 
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approaches  one.  He  hands  him  a 
paper,  with  which  he  addresses 
another.  The  second  Big  Execu- 
tive hands  him  a  prodigious  roll  of 
bills  in  exchange  for  the  paper. 
Exeunt  all  except  the  Lover.  He 
goes  to  the  house  of  his  Sweetheart 
and    knocks    with    a    loud   rat-tat 


upon  the  door.  The  Father  ap- 
pears and  is  shooing  him  off  in 
pantomime  when  the  Lover  shows 
him  the  roll  of  bills.  They  start 
to  count  them.  The  Lover  is 
begging  for  the  girl's  hand,  but  the 
Father  points  to  the  door,  where 
the  Girl,  her  Mother  and  Fiance 
appear.  The  Girl  wears  an  enor- 
mous engagement  ring.  She  makes 
faces  behind  her  Fiance's  back  and 
throws  kisses  sadly  to  the  Lover. 
The  Lover  and  the  Father  are  left 
alone  on  the  stage.  They  go  off 
plotting. 

•  The  passage  of  the  day  is  marked 
by  the  Theatre-goers  with  their 
enormous  Paste-boards.  A  crowd 
of  Debutantes  pass  by  on  their  way 
to  a  tea  dance  with  their  Escorts. 
An  Unknown  Body  arrives  and 
shoots   itself.        Simultaneously    a 


crowd  of  Reporters  appear  with 
their  pads  and  pencils  and  begin 
taking  notes.  They  exit  hurriedly. 
Hardly  have  they  left  the  stage 
when  the  Newsboys  rush  in  with 
papers  and  bulletins  reading: 
EXTRA!  UNKNOWN  SUICIDE! 

The  Unknown  Body  props  itself 
up  on  one  arm  and  buys  a  paper 
with  two  enormous  coins,  reads 
about  itself  and  staggers  off  the 
stage. 

The  stage  is  clear  for  the  ballet 
of   the   Sandwich-board  Men,    who 
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"Say,  dere's  a  guy  after  me  an'  I  wants  pertection." 
"Who  is  he?" 
"Me  fader." 


dance  with  their  placards  bearing 
such  legends  as 

EAT  AT  CASEY'S   TWO-PANT 

SUITS 
BEST      SHOW       IN      TOWN: 
BERG'S  ANNUAL  FIRE  SALE. 

During  the  interlude  which  fol- 
lows, the  Father  and  the  Lover 
return.  They  hide  behind  a  thin 
lamp  post.  The  Mother,  the 
Sweetheart  and  the  Fiance  enter. 
A  taxi-cab,  consisting  of  two  di- 
mensions only,  comes  by,  and  the 
Lover  shoves  the  Fiance  under  it. 
He  is  killed,  and  the  Lover  and 
Sweetheart  rejoice,  while  the 
Father  and  the  Mother  count  the 
money.     They  enter  the  house. 

The  lights  have  dropped,  and 
the  stage  is  lit  only  by  a  golden 
shaft  from  the  left,  when  there  is  a 
roar  and  the  Clerks,  the  Steno- 
graphers, the  Workingmen,  the 
Newsboys,  the  Sandwich-board 
Men,  the  Big  Executives  (now  in 
golfing  togs)  enter.  They  whirl 
in  a  varicolored  mass.  The  sun- 
light   disappears.      Suddenly    they 


break  and  exit  left  and  right.  The 
Lover  and  his  Sweetheart  are  dis- 
covered in  the  centre  on  the  door- 
step. 

It  is  moonlight.  They  dance 
softly.  They  dance  first  to  the 
flute  and  then  to  the  strings,  which 
are  playing  as  the  Sweetheart 
enters  the  house.  The  Lover 
stands  disconsolate  until  the  up- 
stairs window  opens  and  the  Girl 
appears.  With  a  pair  of  scissors 
three  feet  long,  she  cuts  him  a  lock 
of  her  hair.  He  goes  off  with  it 
gaily.  The  window  shuts.  The 
street  lamp  only  is  burning.  Cats 
are  heard  fighting  off  stage. 
CURTAIN. 

— J.  E.  McDougall. 


Travelogue 

In  pleasure-loving  Paris  town 
The  monsieurs  stroll  about; 
They   see   the   French   franc   going 

down, 
And  the  cabinet  going  out. 
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"Have  you  ever  been  in  a  Rolls-Royce?" 

"No,  but  I  s'pose  you  wanta  get  telling  me  you  have!" 


A  Sonnet 

She  walks  in  distant  lands  this  summer  night. 
I  know  not  what  warm  skies  above  her  lean. 
Nor  where  this  bright  moon  veils  in  mystic  sheen 
Her  well-remembered  form;  a  breeze  as  light 
And  softly  borne  as  this,  from  off  the  white, 
Cold  brow  of  Alp  may  breathe  on  the  serene, 
Clear  beauty  of  her  face;  some  dusky  scene 
Of  tropic  splendour  may  enthrall  her  sight; 

Or  the  enchanted  gardens  of  Cathay 
May  echo  to  her  song,  or  some  far  shore 

I  reck  not  of  may  hold  her — worlds  away 

I  know  not  where  she  wanders  evermore; 
But  I  shall  hear  from  her  again,  it's  true — 
Some  time  before  her  alimony's  due. 

— Joseph  Schull. 


Wide  Open  Spaces 

Tourist:  "Why  did  you  shoot  those  holes  through 
Tenderfoot's  hat?" 

Squint-Eye  Ike:  "Wal,  he  talked  through  it  so 
much  1  figured  if  I  put  a  few  holes  in  it  the  words 
would  come  out  easier!" 

*        *        * 

A  philanthropist,  1926  model,  is  any  plutocrat 
with  a  good  press  agent. 


Wednesday  Afternoon 

"My  dear  Mrs.  Pynne,  I  am  so  glad  that  you  came! 
You  and  I  always  have  such  delightful  literary  chats. 

"Oh,  I  look  forward  to  them,  Mrs.  Pyckelle.  I 
was  thinking  of  them  only  yesterday  while  reading 
a  story  by  that  new  author  you  know  whom  I 
mean.  He  wrote  that  priceless  novel  which  he  so 
naively  entitled  now  what  was  the  title  of  that 
novel?" 

"Do  you  mean  the — ah,  the.  .  ..  ?" 

"I  think  I  know  what  you  refer  to  ;but  no!  1  don't 
think  he  was  the  author  of  that.  The  book  you  mean 
was  written  by--  Oh  dear  me!  and  I  know  the 
name  so  well!" 

"I  remember  now.  The  book  I  mean  was  written 
by  a  lady.  I  can  recall  only  her  first  name,  Martha. 
Isn't  it  intimate,  the  way  we  get  to  know  writers  by 
their  first  names?" 

"Indeed  it  is,  my  dear;  but  the  story  I  meant  was 
written  by  a  man." 

"Then  it  wasn't  the  same  one  at  all !  How  terribly 
confusing!" 

"Oh  it  is.  And  there  are  so  many  people  writing 
nowadays!  Well,  I  am  afraid  that  I  must  be  going, 
my  dear." 

"Oh,   but  do  come  again   soon,  Mrs.    Pynne.      We 
must  have  another  of  our  literary  conversations." 
"Indeed  we  must]" 

Ron  Ever  son. 


Sue:   "What's  good  to  take  nicotine  off  my  fingers?" 
Sam:   "Dishwater!" 
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Goblin's  Spring  Forecast 

Business  is  Bound  to  Decline. 
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&ll  Joking  &s;tbe 


FROM  the  outside  looking  in,  the  politically  minded 
critic  is  apt  to  regard  the  task  of  maintaining 
national  unity  in  Canada  as  one  of  our  greatest 
problems.  We  are  a  small  nation  covering  a  vast 
area  and  have  necessarily  a  fine  assortment  of 
local,  and  at  times  conflicting,  interests.  Practically 
every  measure  of  national  importance  which  comes 
from  before  the  House  of  Commons  is  subjected 
to  half  a  dozen  sectional  tests.  Whatever  influences 
make  for  national  unity  in  the  Dominion  should  be 
cherished  and  aided  as  far  as  is  reasonably  possible. 
Canada  has  no  force  at  present  to  compare  in  this 
regard  with  her  national  periodicals,  since,  from  the 
nature  of  their  circulation,  it  is  impossible  for  them 
to  espouse  sectional  causes.  The  Dominion  as  a 
whole  is  their  theme,  and  the  reason  for  their  exist- 
ence. Their  struggle  is  not  only  against  sectionalism. 
There  is  a  factor  of  vastly  greater  importance  with 
which  they  have  to  contend,  namely,  the  forty 
million  American  periodicals  annually  sold  in  Canada 
— forty  million  sales  which  mean  not  only  so  much 
Canadian  money  leaving  the  country,  but  a  colossal 
campaign,  unconscious  though  it  may  be,  for  the 
Americanization  of  Canada.  We  will  merely  refer 
to  the  tremendous  forces  thus  involved  in  the  adver- 
tising of  products  of  foreign  manufacture. 

At  this  point  it  may  be  well  to  declare  that  this 
editorial  is  openly  an  appeal  to  public  interest  for  a 
cause  of  paramount  concern  to  ourselves.  We  believe 
that  we  are  justified  in  grinding  our  own  axe  at  this 
time  since  Canadian  magazines  are  facing  a  situation 
which  has  never  assumed  so  ominous  an  aspect. 
Moreover,  current  popular  interest,  as  evidenced  by 


the  fact  that  one  Toronto  newspaper  publisher  alone 
has,  within  a  space  of  three  days,  accorded  nearly  a 
dozen  columns  to  the  question,  has  never  been  so 
great. 

As  is  usually  the  case  with  a  subject  which  is  open 
to  controversy,  the  issue  has  become  clouded  with  a 
truly  engaging  assortment  of  side  issues.  Naturally 
our  friends,  the  reformers,  have  taken  the  opportunity 
of  introducing  the  moral  viewpoint.  To  them  the 
concern  is  one  of  banning  the  gutter-sweepings  type 
of  American  periodical.  Nor  have  the  apostles  of 
individual  freedom  failed  to  take  up  the  cudgels 
against  censorship  with  the  result  that  the  struggle  of 
one  Canadian  industry  to  compete,  unprotected, 
against  a  foreign  industry  with  eleven  times  the 
advantages  has  taken  on  the  appearance  of  a  Tennes- 
see evolution  ruckus.  All  the  hypocrites  are  not 
among  those  who  wear  long  and  pious  faces,  and  it 
behooves  us,  if  anything  is  to  be  accomplished,  to 
discard  cant  and  to  regard  what  is  purely  an  economic 
issue  as  such. 

Briefly  the  facts  are  these:  The  United  States 
and  Canada  combined,  or  in  other  words  the  field  of 
the  American  periodical,  represent  an  audience  eleven 
times  that  available  to  the  purely  Canadian  publica- 
tion. The  Canadian  field  is  limited  to  Canada  for 
two  reasons  in  particular.  Firstly,  the  American 
reader  has  not  been  sufficiently  "sold"  Canadian 
events  and  institutions  for  the  establishment  of  in- 
terest in  the  Canadian  press,  and  secondly,  were  they 
sufficiently  interested  to  buy  Canadian  magazines  in 
large  quantities,  this  circulation  would  be  of  no  use 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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A  Bright  Suggestion 

One  of  the  most  original  sugges- 
tions that  have  come  to  hand  in 
connection  with  the  banning  ruckus 
now  rampant  was  recently  made  by 
a  prominent  local  illustrator.  He 
is  one  who  has  a  profound  disdain 
for  the  flood  of  literature  of  the 
bilge-water  category  with  which 
we  are  favored  from  time  to  time 
from  across  the  line,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  he  is  a  firm  believer  in 
the  right  of  the  individual  to 
choose  for  himself  what  he  shall 
read.  He  is  therefore  against  cen- 
sorship and  banning,  but  believes 
that  a  board  should  be  constituted 
with  powers,  not  to  decide  what 
books  shall  be  Verboten  but  what 
the  rate  of  duty  upon  each  book 
shall  be,  with  the  guiding  motto  of 
"The  Hotter  the  Higher." 

The  idea  has  possibilities.  A 
scale  might  even  be  arranged  with 
duty  say  of  2%  extra  per  cuss-word, 
naughty  situation  or  split  infini- 
tive. If  the  morons  must  read 
such  stuff,  let  them  pay  for  it. 

We  will  pledge  our  unfailing  sup- 
port to  such  a  movement  upon  the 
assurance  that  a  heavy  duty  will 
be  automatically  imposed  upon 
any  book  which  is  described  on  its 
jacket  as  an  "epic"  of  anything. 

The  Reward  of  Effort 

Fraternity  banquets,  thanks  to 
the  movies  and  the  popular  college 
novel,  are  supposed  to  be  rather 
light-hearted,  irresponsible  affairs, 
but,  as  every  brother  knows,  in  the 
most  riotous  function  there  is 
always  the  period  during  which  the 
hoary  alumnus  with  the  solemn 
features  lectures  the  freshmen  on 
the  virtues  and  rewards  of  scholas- 
tic endeavour.  This  perennial 
phenomenon  is  the  reveller's  pet 
antipathy,  the  more  so  because  no 
means  has  as  yet  been  invented  for 
circumventing  it. 

A  relief  was  temporarily  afforded, 
however,  at  a  recent  function. 
The  alumnus  in  the  case  had  just 
completed  a  lengthy  survey  of  his 


April 

OH,  April  is  a  little  maid 
With   slender  limbs   and 
white, 
And  April  walks  in  innocence 
In     Spring's     first     blossoms 
dight. 

But    if    she    be    a    little    maid, 

As  all  the  poets  say, 
What  gives  her  power  to  strangle 
hearts 

In  such  an  ancient  way? 


own  irreproachable  college  days. 
It  was  inevitable  that  he  should 
finish  his  address  with  the  time- 
honored  bromide:  "And  so,  men,  I 
say  again,  you  will  only  get  out  of 
your  college  life  exactly  as  much  as 
you  put  into  it." 

"Which,"  put  in  an  irreverent 
junior,  "is  exactly  the  case  with  a 
prohibition  cocktail." 

Hotsy  Totsy 

An  amusing  story  of  the  triumph 
of  the  subconscious  mind  is  being 
told     in     Vancouver.      It     appears 


that  a  young  instructor  at  the 
University  of  British  Columbia  does 
not  relish  to  a  painful  extent  the 
ascetic  life  conventionally  supposed 
to  be  the  portion  of  the  academic 
soul.  They  do  say  that  the  morn- 
ing after  an  especially  jovial  party 
he  addressed  his  class  in  somewhat 
this  manner. 

"Students  today,"  he  said 
gravely,  "have  a  great  deal  easier 
time  of  it  than  they  did  when  I  was 
a  student.  In  those  days  it  was 
up  to  the  student  to  provide  him- 
self with  his  education;  he  had  to 
be  keenly  interested,  for  nothing 
was  done  for  him.  Now  it  is  all 
changed;  everything  is  done  for 
the  student.  In  fact,"  he  added 
vaguely,  "everything  is  hotsy  totsy 
now!" 

Dominoes 

Amazement  is  usually  shown 
when  the  initiate  is  informed  that 
in  the  University  Club  of  Toronto 
a  favorite  game  is  that  old  nursery 
stand-by,  Hearts.  But  this  revela- 
tion, startling  and  revolutionary  as 
it  is,  pales  to  insignificance  by  com- 
parison with  another,  the  preval- 
ence of  which  is  far  more  wide- 
spread. Only  the  frequenters  of 
the  stock  exchanges  of  the  con- 
tinent are  privy  to  it.  Should  the 
general  public  become  aware,  it  is 
doubtful  what  the  effect  upon  the 
market  would  be.  Nevertheless, 
here  it  is:  the  favorite  game  in  the 
stock  exchanges  for  unguessed 
generations  is  Dominoes. 

A  Second  Florida 

There  is  an  insidious  suggestion 
that  all  is  not  strawberries  and 
gravy  in  the  land  of  palms  and 
sharks  in  the  letter  written  to  a 
Toronto  paper  by  Mr.  J.  E. 
Rebstock,  President  of  the  Crystal 
Beach  Board  of  Trade.  Is  it 
possible  that  the  enterprising  Mr. 
Rebstock  is  looking  for  new  worlds 
to  conquer? 

(Continued  on  page  41) 
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"And  at  the  end  of  the  service  to-night,  the  choir  will  sing  a  special  anthem  composed  by  the  organist,  after 
which  the  church  will  be  closed  for  a  month  for  necessary  repairs." 


Business-Like 
Henry  Brown,  our  local  editor, 
is  a  business  man,  and  he  prides 
himself  on  his  business-like  style  of 
writing.  It's  all  right  for  his 
editorials,  but  sometimes  it  seems 
to  spoil  his  other  articles.  For 
instance,  he  pretty  near  got  in 
wrong  the  other  day  when  old 
man  Syles  that  married  the  show- 
lady  from  Chicago  died.  Henry 
says, Bosh!  he  isn't  goingtowastehis 
time  writing  a  long  obituary  that 
nobody'd  read,  so  he  just  puts  in: 

"Died  on  January  9,  1926,  James 

K.  Syles,  Real  Estate  Agent,  age  71. 

Loss  fully  covered  by  insurance." 

After  the  libel  suit  was  over  Henry 

admitted  that  maybe  he  had  been 

a  little  too  business-like  that  way. 

—J.  Schull. 

*        *        * 

Say    a    few    prayers    for    Michael 

OToole; 
He  borrowed  a  feather  to  tickle  a 

mule. 


Ahoy,  Florida! 

For    Sale — A    cottage    containing     six 
rooms  and  two  acres  of  land. 

— San  Francisco  Examiner. 


frfcjBBfciw 


"/  say,  if  it  isn't  dear  old  Reggie 
and  necking  again,  the  badfellow!'' 


Beneath  the  Stars 

One  of  them  was  a  poet,  and 
they  were  sitting  out  beneath  the 
stars.  Behind  them  were  the  col- 
oured lights  and  the  music  of  the 
dance. 

"Audrey,"  he  murmured,  "when 
you  gaze  into  the  sky  do  your  eyes 
not  seem  to  plunge  into  eternity?" 
Inspired  by  his  words  he  moved 
nearer  to  her  on  the  stone  bench. 
"Does  your  soul  not  seem  to  swing 
out  beyond  those  throbbing  other 
worlds?"  Ecstatically  his  hand 
clasped  hers.  "Are  you  not  poss- 
essed by  such  intense  emotion  that 
your  mouth  grows  dry  and  your 
eyes  sting  with  a  sharp  fire?" 

She  snuggled  against  him.  I  n  the 
darkness  her  lips  were  very  close 
to  his  lips.  "You  said  it,  big  boy," 
she  rasped. 

"Let  us  go  back  and  dance,"  he 
said  firmly. 

— Ron  Evcrson. 


G9BLIN 


15 


WILLOW  VILLAGE 

BY 


Doctor  Irwin 


During  the  summer  months  Doc- 
tor Irwin  lives  in  his  cottage  at 
Willow  Lake;  the  rest  of  the  year  he 
lives  in  the  city  at  the  Westmount 
Hotel.  All  summer  he  is  unhappy, 
irritable,  because  he  is  not  in  the 
city,  at  the  hotel;  all  winter  he  is 
restless,  wrathful,  because  he  is 
not  in  his  cottage  by  the  lake. 
"No  life  at  all  here,"  he  roars  to 
the  hotel  waiter,  "unhealthful, 
noisy.  Air  full  of  smoke,  impuri- 
ties. Insane  way  to  live."  Then, 
sitting  on  the  porch  of  his  summer 
cottage:  "Might  as  well  be  living 
in  the  middle  ages.  No  lights,  no 
paved  roads,  nothing  at  all  to 
induce  a  civilized  being  to  this 
place.  Look  at  me!"  he  storms, 
through  a  cloud  of  tobacco  smoke, 
"I'm  a  hewer  of  wood  and  a  carrier 
of  water.  I'm  a  janitor  and  a  dumb 
waiter  and  a  delivery  cart. "And 
his  dark  grey  eyes  smoulder  with 
resentment. 

4>  ♦  9|c 

Ira  McArthur 

Ira  McArthur  keeps  the  butcher 
shop.  He  has  rheumatism  and  a 
conviction  that  he  is  going  to  die  on 
April  25,  1928.  There  is  no  doubt 
in  his  mind  as  to  the  date,  for  it 
was  revealed  to  him  in  a  dream 
vision  by  the  Lord.  Ira  is  tall  and 
rather  stooped,  and  his  large  brown 
eyes  are  filled  with  sombre  musings 
and  haunting  fears. 

Some  years  ago  he  was  made  sup- 
erintendent of  the  Sunday  School, 
and  he  makes  long  prayers  every 
Sunday  afternoon.  "We'd  arter 
do  what's  right!"  His  muscles 
grow  rigid  and  tense;  his  brow 
furrows  and  knits  in  the  intensity 
of     his     conflict     with     the     spirit. 


LRH 

"We'd  arter  follow  the  paths  of 
righteousness."  Perspiration  comes 
out  on  his  knotted  forehead;  his 
voice  becomes  shriller  and  shriller. 
The  small  boys  on  the  bench  at 
the  back  of  the  room  giggle  and 
stare  at  him  wonderingly,  but  the 
old  men  in  the  front  seats  sit 
bowed  and  reverent.  They  know 
that  by  these  spiritual  lashings 
Ira  is  making  himself  ready  to  meet 
the  Lord  on  April  25,  1928. 


Mrs.  Clamm 

Mrs.  Clamm,  the  veterinary 
surgeon's  widow,  keeps  a  sort  of 
boarding-house.  That  is,  the  sign 
on  the  fence  post  says  it  is  a 
boarding-house,  but  no  one  actu- 
ally boards  there  but  an  incalcul- 
ably old  man,  a  distant  relative  of 
Mrs.  Clamm,  who  sits  out  on  the 
back  porch  all  day  whittling  inter- 
minably at  a  little  stick,  and  a 
startled-looking  little  girl  from  a 
farm,  who  receives  her  board  and 
lodging  in  return  for  light  services 
after  school.  Mrs.  Clamm,  a  kind- 
ly soul,  whose  heart  is  filled  with  a 
vague  yearning  to  make  other 
people  comfortable,  cannot  imagine 
why  all  of  the  boarders  in  Willow 
Village  go  to  Mrs.   Evans  and  not 


to  her.  She  does  not  dream  that 
the  trouble  is  mostly  the  parlour — 
a  damp,  funereal-looking  room  with 
a  depressing,  marble-topped  table, 
a  huge  sofa,  tasselled  and  fringed 
like  a  hearse,  a  picture  of  the  loco- 
motive that  ran  over  Pa  and  killed 
him,  a  picture  of  Cousin  Jemmy 
taken  four  days  before  he  died  of 
consumption,  Mrs.  Clamm's  wed- 
ding certificate,  framed,  and  a 
dismal  glass  cage  filled  with  sad- 
eyed  stuffed  birds. 

*        *        * 

The  Misses  Munroe 

The  Misses  Munroe  live  in  a  tall 
white  house  with  a  willow  tree 
growing  flat  against  the  front  of  it 
like  a  fan  before  the  face  of  a 
demure  maiden  lady.  The  elder 
Miss  Munroe  is  tiny  and  ancient, 
and  the  younger  Miss  Munroe  is 
large  and  ancient.  They  keep 
chickens,  do  fancywork,  teach  in 
the  Sunday  School,  sing  in  the 
choir,  and  work  indefatigably  for 
the  various  church  societies.  They 
do  not  like  Willow  Village.  "It's 
so  slow  here,"  they  often  say; 
"why  down  east — " 

One  evening  last  winter  the 
Misses  Munroe  did  a  desperate 
thing.  They  took  a  hand-sleigh 
belonging  to  one  of  the  neighbour 
children  and  ran  through  Main 
Street  with  it,  taking  turns  at 
pulling  each  other,  screaming  with 
laughter,  and  pelting  each  other 
with  snow.  They  looked  disdain- 
fully at  the  village  around  them 
a  tiny  cluster  of  grey  box-like 
houses  in  the  dim  white  immensity 
of  sky  and  prairie  -and  it  seemed 
to  them  that  they  were  the  only 
persons  in  town  having  a  good  time. 
"Dead,"  they  scoffed;  "they're  all 

(Continued  on  page  46) 
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The  Ultimate  Variation 

Serpent:   "Who  was  that  lady  I  seen  you  with  last  night?' 
Adam:   "That  was  no  lady.      That  was  one  of  my  ribs." 

Truth  and  Honesty 


"What  the  world  urgently  needs 
to-day,"  concluded  the  speaker 
ringingly  "is  truth  and  honesty. 
The  day  of  sham  and  subterfuge 
has  passed.  The  day  of  unabashed 
truth  and  light  and  sincerity  is 
upon  us.  We  must  look  facts 
squarely  in  the  face.  There  must 
be  no  deceit,  no  evasion,  no  pre- 
tence. Too  long  have  we  tolerated 
double-dealing,  trickery,  falsity. 
I  say  again  that  what  the  world  is 
crying  for  is  truth  and  honesty." 

The  immense  audience  broke  into 
spontaneous  applause.  Almost 
before  the  hand  clapping  had  sub- 
sided, she  was  in  her  car  speeding 


toward  a  rendezvous  with  a  young 
man  whom  she  had  met  recently 
and  in  whom  she  was  very  much 
interested. 

Her  closing  words  rang  pleasant- 
ly in  her  ears — "Truth  and  honesty 

no   deceit,    no    pretence." 

She  opened  her  vanity  case,  gave  a 
swift  touch  here  and  there  to  her 
eyebrows,  did  things  to  her  lips 
and  cheeks.  A  final  glance  in  the 
tiny  mirror.  She  smiled  at  her 
reflection. 

He  would  never  dream  tha*-  she 
was  a  day  over  twenty-five. 

— R.    K.    Hall. 


Carving 

"Notice  the  intricate  carving, 

The  work  of  a  lifetime  of  toil, 
Dignity,  character,  blending 

In  beauty  that  nothing  can  spoil." 
We  listened.      The  old  antique  dealer 

Returned  the  tall  chair  to  its  place. 
He  spok.e  of  the  pattern  in  rosewood; 

His  customers  thought  of  his  face. 
-J.  E.  McD. 
*       *       * 

Well  Penned? 

Bank  President:  "Have  you  any 
evidence  that  you  are  an  honest 
man?" 

Applicant  for  Bookkeeper  Job: 
"Yes,  here's  a  letter  from  the 
warden  stating  that  I  was  a  trusty 
while  in  his  care!" 


Who  Killed  Jim  Crow? 

By   Lewis   Milligan. 

Who  killed  Jim  Crow? 
"I,"  said  Jack  Miner, 
"And  nought  could  be  finer! 

I  killed  Jim  Crow!" 

Who  caught  his  blood? 
"I,"  said  The  Globe, 
"With  my  little  probe, 

I  caught  his  blood!" 

Who'll  dig  his  grave? 
"I,"  said  The  Tele', 
"Because  he  is  smelly! 

I'll  dig  his  grave." 

Who'll  make  his  shroud? 
"I,"  said  the  Star, 
"With  feathers  and  tar, 

I'll  make  his  shroud!" 

Who'll  be  chief  mourner? 

"I,"  said  the  Mail, 

"Because  I  can  wail, 
I'll  be  chief  mourner." 

Who'll  tell  the  People? 
"Us,"  said  Queen's  Park, 
"But  we'll  keep  it  dark. 

We'll  tell  the  People!" 
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"Do  I  look  all  right,  Mary?" 

"Wonderful,  Charlie,  simply  wonderful!      You  look,  just  likc  a  waiter!" 


Impressions  of  a  Country  Week-End 

The  blow-out  on  the  way  from  the  station, 
the    five    rounds    of    cocktails    before    lunch    .    .    .   the 
grape  fruit,  supreme,   that  landed  in  my  lap  during 
lunch    .     .     .     the  seven  goblets  of  home-brew    .    .    . 
the  heavy  slumber  while  I   was  "dummy"  at  bridge 

the  game  of  tennis  during  which  I  broke 
three  racquets,  tore  down  the  net,  and  knocked  over 
my  partner  .  .  .  the  bathing-master  who  rescued 
me  in  the  surf  .  .  .  the  golf  ball  I  sliced  into  the 
midst  of  a  tea   gathering   on  the  club-house  verandah 

the  "small,  informal"  dinner  of  eighty-five 
guests  .  .  .  my  dinner  partner  who  "adored 
rusticity"  .  .  .  the  cider-cup  with  the  reminis- 
cent flavor  .  .  .  the  balancing  feats  I  performed 
with  forks,  oranges,  finger  bowls  and    lumps  of  sugar 

the  bass  drum  through  which  I  fell  during 
the  dance  at  the  Yacht  Club  ,  .  .  the  "snifters" 
in  the  locker  room  .  .  .  the  awakening  at  six- 
thirty  on  Monday  morning  .  .  .  the  complete 
collapse  on  the  7.58  train  back  to  town. 

~c.cs. 


The  Sheik 

His  ladies  fair  are  all  his  pride; 

He  seems  so  lucky  people  say, 

"I  wish  /  were  a  sheik!" — but  they 

Don't  see  the  checks  that  waiters  slide 

Toward  him  as,  forboding-eyed, 
He  watches  vanishing  away 
His  ladies'  fare; 

Nor  would  they  be  dissatisfied 

With  their  own  lots,  if  some  fine  day 
They  heard  the  taxi-meter  gay — 

Ly  ticking  through  a  lengthy  ride 
His  ladies'  fare. 

—J.    Schull. 

*        *        * 

Mind    Reader:       "Think    of    the    name    of    your 
favorite  flower." 

Subject  (after  a  pause):  "All  right,   I'm  thinking 
of  it." 

Mind     reader     (hesitantly):   "Gold — gold — er — 
gold  something  or  other,      What  is  it — goldenrod? 

Subject  (placidly):   "No,  Gold  Medal!" 
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Boy:   "sense  me  if  I  hurry,  sir,  but  the  boss  won't  let  me  shave  customers  and  I  want  to  get  done 
before  he  gets  back." 


Le   Printemps 

A  Glorious  Poem  of  Spring 
By  Ethel  W .  Terwilliger 

Come  sing,  come  sing,  come  sing. 

Come  sing,  come  sing. 

Come  sing. 

Of  Spring, 

Ting-a-ling, 

All  the  joyous  bells  are  ringing, 

And  the  pretty  birds  are  winging 

To  their  nests  in  tree-tops  swinging. 

Spring! 

Ping! 

That  was  the  note  of  a  blue-bird  on  high 

Flying  about  in  his  own  lovely  sky — 

Some  people  say  I  am  crazy,  oh,  my! 

'Tis  Spring! 

Ping!  Ping! 

There  is  that  blue-bird!      He  sang  twice!      I  heard 

Him  singing      that  wonderful,  beautiful  bird! 

And  there  in  the  thicket  a  starling  just  stirred. 

Spring!  Spring!  Spring! 

Ping!  Ping!  Ping! 

(That  blue-bird!) 

There's  Spring  in  the  air  and  there's  Spring  in  my  head 

There's  Spring  in  each  bud  and  a  spring  in  my  bed! 

Spring!  Spring!  Spring!  Spring! 

Ping!  Ping!  Ping!  Ping! 


What  is  that  "Ping!"?  'Tis  no  blue-bird,  'twould 
seem!— {Ping!  Ping!)  What?  (Ping!  Ping!)— Oh, 
what  can  that  mean? 

Perhaps    I    had   better   stop.      There's   some 

one  shooting  at  me  with  a  rifle  or  something! 

-K.C. 


New  Sea  Story 

Signalling  the  foghorn  for  all  speeds  aport,  the 
topgallants  lowered  away.  The  bridge  rung  the  ship's 
carpenter  twenty-six  knots  and  the  ocean  was  under 
weigh. 

Entering  the  stokehold,  the  ocean  had  easy  going, 
but  the  night  crossing  of  the  main  dining  salon  was 
bumpy.  The  tang!  of  the  air.  Tang!  in  the  low  down 
sea.      Tang!     Tang!      Even  rang-a-tang  was  there. 

"Biscuit  ahoy!''  cried  seasickness  to  the  chef, 
pacing  bur  ship's  wake. 

MacDonald  MacDonald,  Chinese  deck  chair,  pol- 
ished his  engines  lovingly. 

"Dinner  overboard!"  said  Miss  Mai  de  Mer, 
laughing  foggily.  She  would  always  oblige  with  an 
encore. 

-W.  H.  F. 
*       *       * 

Suggested  slogan  for  the  w.k.  Andrew  Gump. 
So's  your  old  Min. 
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The  Episode  That  Did  Not 
Occur 

The  young  man  with  the  grey 
eyes  gazed  at  the  black  train  win- 
dow. The  conductor  going 
through  brought  him  back  to 
realities.  He  strained  to  read  the 
newspaper  under  the  light  that 
was  just  too  dim.  MUSSOLINI 
ADVANCES  MANY  LABOR  RE- 
FORMS, BARBERS  MAKE 
DEMANDS  FOR  INCREASED 
WAGES.  The  news  articles  he 
had  been  reading  for  the  last  three 
hours.  Now  they  lay  before  him 
like  sucked-out  orange  peels. 
INFLUENZA  BREAKS  OUT  IN 
....  ke-chunk  ke-chunk  ke-chunk 
ke-chunk  ke-chunk.  The  rails 
were  beating  out  words.  "Don't 
come  back.  It's  all  over.  Don't 
come  back.  It's  all  over."  The 
ring  in  his  vest  pocket  was  pressing 
against  his  body. 

She  had  driven  him  down  to  the 
station.  They  were  twenty  min- 
utes early  and  had  sat  nervously 
in  the  little  stuffy  waiting  room 
staring  at  the  walls.  There  was  a 
lithograph  of  the  Twentieth  Cen- 
tury Limited  pulling  out  of  Chicago. 
The  base  of  the  coal  stove  glowed 
red.  They  had  sat  there,  lighting 
one  cigarette  after  another,  staring 
at  their  outstretched  feet.  The 
minute  hand  of  the  station  clock 
jerked  erratically. 

"Look  here,  Mary.''  he  said. 
"No  use  you  waiting.     You  go." 

She  rose  and  looked  out  of  the 
window  at  the  tracks. 

'4A11  right." 

He  took  the  gloved  hand  she 
offered.  It  might  have  been  a 
piece  of  wood. 

"Goodbye." 

"Goodbye." 

"May  see  you  next — that  is, 
we'll  probably  meet — " 

"Don't  come  back,"  she  said 
coolly.  "It's  all  over." 

The  dust  from  the  red  plush 
seats  was  in  his  nostrils.  The 
light  at  the  end  of  the  almost 
empty  car  was  not  burning.  A 
train  going  in  the  opposite  direc- 
tion roared  past,  died  away  quickly 


tr^v^K^ba.r^ey 


"My  dear,  congratulate  me.      I've  discovered  a  star  of  hitherto 
unheard-of  density,  and  I'm  going  to  name  it  after  you!" 


and  left  the  steady  telegraphing 
of  the  train  wheels. 

She  had  worn  a  green  dress  that 
matched  her  eyes.  What's  the 
use?  Forget  her,  that's  the  best 
way.  You're  a  self-pitying  fool  to 
try  to  work  up  regret.  Don't  be 
hypocritical;  you've  been  working 
for  this  for  months.  Every  since 

Christmas.  That  moment  in  the 
dining  room.  You're  really  glad 
and  you   know   it.      You're   really 

glad,    only The     train-smell. 

Damn  trains!     Two  hours  more.  .  . 

The  only  other  occupant  of  the 
car  sat  with  her  feet  against  the 
seat  in  front.  One  of  the  bows 
was  coming  loose  from  her  small 
slippers.  Will  it  last  till  I  get  home? 
Probably  lose  it  in  the  taxi.  Who 
cares?  The  rails  repeated  it;  "Who 
cares?  Who  cares?  Who  cares 
though  my  heart  is  breaking?'  ' 
Nonsense!  my  heart  isn't  breaking; 
it's  too  stifled  and  smothered  in 
dark-brown  boredom  to  break. 
The  rails  were  singing  popular 
songs. 

"Want  a  little  Iovin'  from  someone. 

Want  a  little  lovin'  so  bad     .      .      ." 

Going   goofy.      Bob    Nameby   was 

attractive    but    he    danced    like    a 

stevedore.     Do  stevedores   dance? 


"Think  of  all  the  kissin'  I'm  missin'. 
That's  what  makes  me  feel  so  bad   .   .  " 

That  night  at  the  Babylon.  The 
music  and  the  lights  and  the  lights 
and  the  music!  Oh,  glory!  The 
streamers  and  the  cornet's  shriek 
tearing  the  smoke-laden  air.  The 
dancers'  heads  bobbing  up  and 
down.  Round  and  round  like  a 
brilliant-colored  whirlpool.  The 
intoxication  of  concerted  move- 
ment. Hal's  firm  shoulders.  Hal 
was  a  nice  boy.  So  was  Jerry,  and 
Budge.  And  Don  Durnan  that 
wrote  verse.  Nice  boys  to  dance 
with,  nice  boys  to  flirt  with,  to 
ride  home  with  in  a  packed  road- 
ster through  the  empty  streets, 
singing.     Just  nice  boys,  that's  all. 

"Got  a  feeling  somehow  it  won't  be 

long  now. 
Want    a    little     love,     love,     lovin*. 

that's  all!" 

She  looked  at  her  reflection  in 
the  car  window.  Silly  to  have 
worn  this  new  hat.  There'd  be  no 
one  to  meet  the  train  at  the  other 
end.  Still,  you  never  can  tell, 
travelling.  He  should  be  tall. 
Rather  serious.  Grey  eyes.  Fudge! 
She  turned  to  the  novel  in  her  lap, 
and  read  the  first  page  for  the 
fourth  time.      She  closed  the  book 
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What  do  you  suppose  made  Jim  marry  that  homely  Hill  girl  whose  father  is  president  of  the  bank?  ' 
'Well,  there's  gold  in  those  Hills,  isn't  there?" 


with  a  savage  snapand  begancount- 
ing  the  backs  of  the  seats.  Two 
hours  more 

The  train  drew  in  with  a  com- 
plaining of  brakes.  He  rose,  put 
on  his  coat  and  went  out  by  the 
front.  She  picked  up  her  travel- 
ling bag  and  got  off  by  the  back. 
They  went  away  in  separate  direc- 
tions. —Alden  Daniels. 
*        ♦        * 

Teacher  (during  Fire  Prevention 
Week)  —"Abie,  what  is  the  first 
thing  to  do  in  case  of  fire?" 

Abie — "Hunt  the  insurance  po- 
licy!" 


Beautiful  Thought 

If,  as  may  be  (who  knows?), 
Roger  Wolfe  Kahn  (son  of  Otto 
Kahn)  and  his  Hotel  Biltmore 
Orchestra  ever  come  to  play  in 
Montreal  or  Toronto,  it  will  give 
some  bright  young  journalist  a 
chance  to  write  a  topical  poem, 
commencing  as  follows: 

"In  Canada  did  Roger  Kahn 
Unstately    pleasure    tunes    de- 
cree— "  — K.  C. 
*        *        * 

Solomon's  777th  Wife:  Sol,  are 
you  really  and  truly  in  lovewith  me? 

Solomon:  My  dear,  you  are  one 
in  a  thousand. 


So  That's  That 

This  covers  an  aching  void,  and  fills 
A  long  felt  want,"  said  Sally  Wills, 
As  she  gave  her  shingled  bob  a  pat, 
And  over  it  fitted  her  new  spring 
hat. 

-R.D.L. 
*        *        * 

Particular 

Judge:  "I  am  about  to  pro- 
nounce a  long  sentence.  Have  you 
anything  to  say?" 

Prisoner:  "Just  this  judge: 
Please  make  the  period  that  comes 
with  the  sentence  as  short  as 
possible." 
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Aunt  Lucy's  Column 

For  the  Average  Moron  and  the 
Occasional  Lunatic 
Dear  Aunt  Lucy:  I  expect  to  go 
to  Europe  this  summer  and  the 
other  evening  at  the  movies  I  saw 
some  pictures  of  Chartreuse  Castle 
and  theDuke  of  Chartreusehimself. 
I  do  not  love  him  but  I  would  like 
to  be  a  duchess.  Please  help  me 
in  my  awful  predicament. 

Goldilocks  (age  17). 

Dear  Goldilocks:  It  is  indeed 
hard  that  at  your  age  you  should 
have  this  bitter  problem  to  face. 
However,  Europe  is  a  big  place, 
being  bounded  on  the  west  by  the 
Atlantic,  on  the  north  by  the 
Arctic,  on  the  south  by  the  Med- 
iterranean and  on  the  east  by — 
well,  it  doesn't  matter  anyway. 
You  may  never  meet  the  Duke  and 
if  you  do,  of  course,  there  is  a 
chance  he  will  not  propose  to  you. 
In  any  case,  always  remember  that 
you  are  a  dear,  sweet  girl  and  the 
daughter  of  your  mother. 

Aunt  Lucy. 


The  Efficiency  Expert  at  Home 


She:  "Don't  you  love  the  Hungarian 

Rhapsody?'' 
He:     "I    don't    dance    all   the    new 

steps  yet." 


Dear  Aunt  Lucy:  What  are 
asterisks? 

Puzzled. 

Dear  Puzzled:  Asterisks  are  what 
you  get  when  you  are  overtired  or 
excited.  Smelling-salts  are  the 
best  remedy,  though  a  pail  of  cold 
water  poured  over  the  head  of  the 
sufferer  is  very  effective. 

Aunt  Lucy. 

Dear  Aunt  Lucy:  While  I  was 
taking  a  bath  last  night  our  house 
caught  fire.  What  should  I  have 
done? 

X.Y.Z. 

Dear  X.Y.Z. :  Send  ten  cents  for 
this  department's  booklet  entitled 
"The  Etiquette  of  Fires.''  It 
contains  chapters  on  "What  to  Do 
Till  the  Fire-men  Come."  "What 
to  Wear  to  a  Formal  Conflagra- 
tion," etc.,  and  also  a  thrilling 
story  of  love  and  hate  entitled  "The 
Siren  of  the  Fire-hall.  Inorderto 
avoid  possible  embarrassment  the 
booklet  will  be  sent  to  you  in  plain 
wrapper     without      distinguishing 


marks  upon  it. 


Aunt  Lucy, 


Dear  Aunt  Lucy:  Explain  back- 
gammon. 

Jolie. 

Dear  Jolie:  Back  gammon  are 
nothing  to  be  worried  about.  Any 
good  salve  will  relieve  the  irrita- 
tion and  cause  the  back  gammon  to 
disappear  in  a  few   days. 

Aunt  Lucy. 

— Huron    Barnes. 

*  *        * 

Relatively  So 

Prof.:  "Can  any  young  gentle- 
man tell  me  what  Adam's  reactions 
were  to  being  led  astray  by  a  mere 
apple?" 

Freshie:  "Considering  the  re- 
sults, he  musta  been  glad  it  wasn't 

a  watermelon!" 

#  #        * 

Mary  No.  987654327  &  etcs. 

Mary  had  a  little  waist, 

Where  waists  are  meant  to  grow, 
And  everywhere  the  fashions  went 

The  waist  was  sure  to  go. 
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"What's  the  height  of  inconsistency?" 
"A  Vaudeville  contortionist  refusing  to 
sleep  in  an  upper  birth!" 


Why  Babies  Cry 

Any  doctor  can  explain  plausibly,  from  the 
medical  viewpoint,  why  babies  cry.  But  we  have  a 
theory  of  our  own.  Our  idea  is  that  babies  cry 
because  they  can't  put  their  feelings  into  speech  when 
they  see,  or  hear  of,  such  things  as: 

Bow-legged,  spindle-shanked  men  of  sixty  in  plus 
fours. 

Women  taking  to  breeches  and  above-the-knee 
skirts. 

Grown-ups  sucking  from  a  bottle. 

Everyone  living  beyond  his  means. 

The  virtual  abolition  of  corporal  punishment  in 
the  home  and  the  school. 

The  divorces  being  granted  in  wholesale  fashion 
on  the  slightest  pretext. 

The  universal  speeding  in  motor  cars. 

The  salacious  plays  being  staged  uninterruptedly. 

The  petting  parties  among  the  younger  set. 

Observing  all  this,  the  infants  simply  can't  help 
wailing  loudly.  They  fear  a  reaction  will  set  in 
before  they  are  old  enough  to  participate. 

-R.  K.  Hall. 


Pansy 

By  Phyllis  Haultane 

To  me  her  form  is  full  of  grace, 
She  has  a  piquant  charming  face, 
She  looks  at  you  with  soft  green  eyes 
That  speak  of  love — but  Pansy  lies. 

Pansy's  head  is  soft  as  silk, 
Pansy's  throat  is  white  like  milk, 
And  her  mouth  a  tender  pink, 
Yet  a  cruel  mouth  I  think. 

Pansy  loves  the  sun's  fierce  rays 
On  the  hottest  summer  days, 
Loves  the  garden  and  the  wall 
But  she  loves  not  me  at  all. 

Graceful,  indolent,  at  ease 

She  lies  beneath  the  apple  trees. 

I  watch  and  see  her  mien  belies 

The  peacef  ulness  of  those  closed  eyes. 

On  a  currant  bush  near  by 
Lights  a  golden  butterfly. 
Pansy's  Jangour  now  is  gone — 
A  spring,  a  snap,  and  murder  done. 

To  such  as  she  it  pleasure  brings 
To  rend  and  tear  those  dainty  wings; 
But  do  not  be  surprised  at  that 

Pansy's  just  a  stable  cat. 

*        *        * 

A  Massachusetts  sailor  who  never  swore  has  been 
discovered.  Now  if  the  other  one  will  step  forward, 
they  can  form  a  veryexclusive  club. 


"Mrs  Graham  has  grown  so  very  stout  lately.  Have 
you  noticed  it?" 

"Yes,  and  in  these  days  of  high  prices,  doesn't  it 
seem  a  shame  to  see  so  much  going  to  waist?" 
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Fair  Visitor:  "I  suppose  they  ask.  a  lot  for  the  rent 
for  this  studio?" 

Artist  (absently):  "Yes,  they  asked  five  times  last 
week-" 


We  Believe  in  Life  Insurance 

for  — Those  who  have  no  life  insurance. 

The  man  who  slaps  you  on  the  back. 

The  man  who  borrows  part  of  your  daily  paper. 
— The  man  who  puns  "defeat." 

The  man  who  puns  anything. 

The  man  who  still  doesn't  buckle  his  galoshes. 

The  man  who  calls  you  "old  thing." 

The  woman  who  prefaces  a  catty  remark  with  a 

nice  one. 

The  man  who  remembers  good  jokes  and  tells 

them  as  his  own. 

The  man  who  doesn't  carry  a  watch. 

Those    who    begin    every    sentence    in    the    first 

person  singular. 
— The  life  insurance  salesman. 

— M.  S.  C. 
*        *        * 

That  producer  who  expected  to  score  a  success  in 
New  York  by  presenting  Hamlet  in  modern  dress  was 
distinctly  behind  the  time.  What  he  should  have 
done,  as  anyone  acquainted  with  Broadway  knows, 
was  to  produce  it  in  no  clothes  at  all. 


Fundamentalist  Song 

Who  said  I  was  once  an  amoeba? 

Who  dare  say  I  lived  in  the  mud? 

Who  says  I  am  kin  to  a  monkey, 

Or  milch-cow  a-chewing  its  cud? 

I  cannot,  I  will  not,  believe  it. 

I  pray  he  will  change,  I  mean  he 

Who  says  that  the  mice  and  the  muskrats 

Are  related  to  wonderful  ME! 

But  should  he  be  self-willed  and  sinful, 

Why,  then,  there's  but  one  thing  to  do. 

We'll  pass  laws  against  evolution, 

And  against  evolutionists,  too. 

So  thus  he  will  have  to  keep  quiet; 

With  lies  he'll  no  longer  deceive. 

We'll  show  him  how  happened  creation; 

We'll  legalize  Adam  and  Eve!  — K.  C. 

*        #        * 

Explained 

A  sidewalk  on  the  lower  East  Side. 

The  action  takes  place  early  in  the  morning  of  a  chill 
autumn  day. 

The  curtain  goes  up  amidst  a  thundering  roll  of  the 
drums. 

Abie:      So,    Jake,    weren't    you    insulted    ven    she 
deedn't  open  opp  de  door? 

Jake:    To  tell  de  trute,  Abie,  I  deedn't  give  a  rap. 

-AG. 

•■¥  *  * 

A  Timely  Tale 

The  clockmaker  is  an  amiable  chap; 
He's  badly  mistreated,  but  cares  not  a  rap — 
For  he  never  gets  any  additional  pay, 
Though  he  works  overtime  in  his  shop  every  day. 

~H.  W.  F. 


The  New  Farm  Hand:  "All  I  ask,  Mister  Stubbs,  is 
that  you  let  me  stay  in  bed  long  enough  for  th'  lamp 
chimney  to  get  cool!" 
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Street  Car  Pests 

Mental  and  Physical  Hazards 

which  go  to  mal^e  the  street  car 

ride  a  sporting  affair. 


$*  Jtutty  0~r*U)  U*-^  ^6   'JJajU^. 
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Drawings  by 
MARJORIE  JONES 
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7//E  DOWER  HOUSE  MYS- 
TERY. By  Patricia  Went- 
worth.  Boston:  Small,  May- 
nard  and  Company. 

No,  you  are  quite  wrong.  No 
one  murders  a  millionaire  at  a 
week  end  house-party,  nobody's 
pearls  disappear  at  dinner,  and 
there  are  no  Scotland  Yard  men 
disguised  as  butlers  with  mutton- 
chop  whiskers.  That  is  why  "The 
Dower  House  Mystery"  is  such  an 
agreeable  story.  We  are  not  asked 
to  overtax  our  mental  equipment 
deciding  exactly  which  of  a  dozen 
or  so  potential  criminals  will  be 
hauled  off  in  handcuffs  on  the  last 
page  but  one;  the  question  is 
simply  "Why  could  no  one  live  at 
the  Dower  House?"  and  the  au- 
thoress good-naturedly  helps  us  out 
with  that.  She  knows  that  to  be 
allowed  to  guess,  and  to  find  that 
one  has  guessed  right,  is  just  as 
much  fun  for  the  reader  as  sheer 
nervous  prostration,  and  so,  when 
the  charming  Mrs.  Grey  is  offered 
two  hundred  pounds  if  she  will 
undertake  to  remain  in  the  Dower 
House  for  six  months,  we  follow 
her  through  some  harrowing  ad- 
ventures and  a  pleasant  love  affair 
in  the  most  delightful  style  imagin- 
able. 

The  Dower  House  was  one  of 
those  places  where  doors  open  and 
shut  by  themselves,  where  the 
lights  go  out  for  no  reason  at  all, 
and  footsteps  follow  you  on  the 
stairs.  Personally,  we  believe  that 
Mrs.  Grey  thoroughly  earned  that 
two  hundred  pounds! 

— Daphne  Roo\e 


Discovery 

Within  a  room  there  was  a  shelf 
And  on  the  shelf  there  lay  a  book, 
And  in   the   book   I   chanced  to 

look 
And  there  I  hap'd  to  find  myself. 

I  thought  it  passing  strange  that 

I, 
Whose   feet   were   never  loth    to 

dance, 
Should    happen    by    a    trick    of 

chance 
To  find  me  dusty,  cold  and  dry. 

But  though    I   now  be  fresh  and 

fair, 
Ere   years   have   had    their   way 

with  me. 
I  know  that  some  day  I  shall  be 
More  lively  here  than  anywhere. 
— Claudia 


MANHATTAN  TRANSFER.  By 
John  Dos  Passos.  New  Yorh_: 
Harper  Brothers. 
Here  is  a  novel  which  is  strongly 
recommended  as  splendid  reading 
as  a  prelude  to  suicide.  For  those 
who  are  contemplating  the  rash 
act,  it  should  have  the  effect  of  a 
deterrent,  since,  in  this  world  of 
comparative  values,  it  would  be 
difficult  to  consider  one's  own 
plight  as  worthy  of  self-destruction 
in  the  face  of  the  fact  that  there 
are  so  many  other  sorry  creatures 
dragging  their  shattered  nerves 
from  cafeteria  to  office,  and  home 
to  boarding  house.  On  the  other 
hand,  if  suicide  is  not  on  your  pre- 
sent programme,   a  gentle  immer- 


sion in  the  atmosphere  of  "Man- 
hattan" Transfer  will  put  it  there 
in   very  short  order. 

Just  now  we  spoke  of  "Manhat- 
tan Transfer"  as  a  novel.  In  reality 
it  is  half  a  dozen  novels  woven  into 
one,  with  here  a  slice  of  this  and 
here  a  slice  of  that,  interpolated  in 
tabloid  manner,  which  is  somewhat 
disconcerting  at  first.  All  the 
characters  are  nervous  wrecks,  or 
turn  out  to  be  before  the  book 
finishes.  It  is  a  portrait  of  Man- 
hattan, seen  through  the  eyes  of  a 
psychoanalyst,  who  is  himself  a 
subject  for  mental  dissection  or  a 
nice  quiet  home  in  the  country. 

It  would  be  easy  to  laugh  it  all 
off  had  not  John  Dos  Passos  so  con- 
vincing and  authentic  a  manner  of 
telling  his  story.  Readers  of  "Three 
Soldiers"    will    remember.  His 

manner  is  photographic,  not  the 
sepia-tinted  mode  of  the  society 
photographer,  but  rather  the  stark, 
shocking  method  of  the  tabloid 
newspaper  camera-man.  Appar- 
ently insignificant  details  are  woven 
into  somewhat  commonplace  occur- 
rences, in  such  a  way  that  their 
significance  is  made  apparent,  and 
the  whole  fabric  is  handled  with 
such  a  fine  conception  of  the  fact 
that  somewhere  there  exists  beauty 
and  poetry,  that  it  is  impossible  not 
to  be  affected  strongly  by  the  tell- 
ing. Above  all,  "Manhattan  Trans- 
fer" is  clever.  It  is  a  colossal  trag- 
edy, brightened  by  little  flashes  of 
satiric  humor,  and  is  never  boring. 

Probably  the  reason  for  its 
never-failing  interest  is  the  fact 
that  one  feels  that  the  author,  in 
spite    of    his    sensitive    disgust,    is 
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nevertheless  in  love  with  his  sub- 
ject, and  that  the  intensity  of  the 
lives  of  the  characters  gives  per- 
force a  certain  glamour  to  the  scene. 
Since  most  of  our  young  men 
from  the  East  who  go  to  the  United 
States  have  New  York  as  their 
goal,  it  might  be  a  splendid  idea  if 
the  Government  could  be  persuad- 
ed to  purchase  a  sufficient  number 
of  copies  of  "Manhattan  Transfer" 
to  place  it  as  a  text-book  in  all  our 
high  schools  and  colleges,  to 
offset  the  attraction  of  the  modern 
Babylon.  —J.  E.  McD. 

THE  HOUNDS  OF  SPRING. 
By  Sylvia  Thompson.  Toronto: 
Longmans  Green  and  Co. 

The  authoress,  Miss  Sylvia 
Thompson,  was  born  in  1903, 
which,  for  no  very  good  reason, 
adds  an  extraneous  factor  to  our 
estimate  of  her  book.  We  rather 
wish  that  the  publishers  had  denied 
us  this  information.  Certainly  we 
would  not  have  guessed  it.  How 
much,  if  anything,  has  the  age  of 
the  author  to  do  with  our  enjoy- 
ment of  a  novel?  Certainly  in  the 
case  of  a  precocious  child  of  the 
Daisy  Ashford  type,  it  has  a  great 
deal.  In  such  cases  the  only 
reason  for  publication  is  the  fact 
that  the  public  will  buy  to  marvel 
and  say,  "Aint  that  cute?"  Such 
performances  are  of  the  type  of 
smart  little  sister  Susie  reciting  for 
her  assembled  uncles  and  aunts  at 
a  family  reunion.  With  a  serious 
work  such  as  "The  Hounds  of 
Spring,"  the  knowledge  that  the 
authoress  is  considerably  under  the 
age,  and  supposedly  lacking  in  the 
wealth  of  experience  which  has 
afforded  material  for  the  work  of 
our  better-established  novelists, 
has  a  habit  of  intruding  in  a  some- 
what annoying  fashion. 

The  Hounds  of  Spring"  is  a  fine, 
upstanding  and  remarkably  mature 
work,  but  we  are  hampered  in  our 
enjoyment  of  it  by  a  subconscious 
conviction  that  it  must  be  ama- 
teurish, and  our  critical  faculties  in 
this  regard  are  sharpened  in  a  man- 
ner unfair  to  the  very  competent 
authoress. 


"The  Hounds  of  Spring"  has  to 
do,  not  so  much  with  the  War  as 
with  the  effects  of  the  War  upon  a 
well-to-do  English  family,  and  their 
friends.  The  first  part  of  the  novel 
gives  us  a  picture  of  the  life  of  the 
Renners  in  their  beautiful  country 
estate  in  pre-war  days,  and  we  are 
introduced  to  Sir  Edgar,  the  toler- 
ant, good-natured  and  serious  hus- 
band of  Cynthia,  whose  beautiful 
and  care-free  attitude  towards  life 
is  the  keynote  of  the  idyllic  exis- 
tence lived  by  their  three  children, 
Zina,  John  and  Wendy.  In  this 
setting  Zina  has  been  brought  up 
under  the  implication  that  happi- 
ness was  her  portion.  She  is  about 
to  be  married  to  Colin  Russell  when 
the  War  comes.  When  Colin  is 
reported  missing,  believed  killed, 
the  stark  reality,  the  possibility  of 
which  had  never  entered  Zina's 
consciousness,  is  altogether  too 
much  for  her  easy  philosophy.  Un- 
accustomed to  suffering,  Zina  re- 
fuses to  face  the  situation,  and  in 
effect  "freezes"  spiritually  and  al- 
most mentally.  With  the  belief 
that  nothing  matters,  she  enters 
into  a  loveless  marriage  with  a  man 
for  whom  she  has  neither  affection 
nor  disdain.  Years  later  Colin 
returns  and  Zina's  reaction  to  the 
situation  and  the  attitude  towards 
it  of  her  family  is  one  which  could 
only  have  occurred  following  the 
tremendous  character  metamor- 
phosis on  the  part  of  all  brought 
about  by  the  War  with  its  losses 
and  readjustments  of  spiritual 
values. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  epilogue 
is  the  following  quotation  from 
Swinburne: 


All  Books 
Reviewed  in 

Goblin 
Obtainable  at 

The  Little  Shop 
'Round  the  Corner 

1184  Bay  Street 

(Just  below  Bloor) 

A   lending   library   of   more   interesting 
titles.     A  fascinating  Gift  Shop. 


"When  the  hounds  of  spring  are 
on  winter's  traces, 

The  mother  of  months  in  mea- 
dow or  plain 

Fills  the  shadows  and  windy 
places 

With  lisp  of  leaves  and  ripple 
of  rain: 

And    time    remembered    is    grief 

forgotten, 
And  frosts    are  slain  and  flowers 

begotten, 
And    in    green    underwood    and 

cover 
Blossoms    by  blossom  the  spring 

begins." 

Although  an  attempt  is  made  to 
reconstruct  the  battered  lives  of 
the  characters,  which  is  more  or 
less  successful,  nevertheless  Swin- 
burne's lines  fall  on  the  ear  with 
somewhat  ironic  effect. 

There  is  humor  and  beauty  and 
remarkably  clever  characteriza- 
tion in  this  book,  which  is  above  all 
worth  while  reading. 

— Alden  Daniels. 

BEST  SHORT  STORIES  OF  1925 
and  the  Year  Book,  of  the  American 
Short  Story,  Edited  by  Edward 
J.  O'Brien.  Boston:  Small, 
Maynard  &  Co. 

This  annual  condition  must  com- 
mend itself  to  all  lovers  of  good 
short  stories  who  have  not  the  time 
or  patience  to  do  their  own  select- 
ing from  the  multifarious  flood, 
weekly,  semi-monthly  and  monthly 
poured  over  our  news  stands. 

Every  story  in  this  volume  is  a 
good  one  and  comes  under  that 
mysterious  classification  known  as 
"significant."  The     tenor     runs 

from  grave  to  gay  but,  as  is  appar- 
ently usual  with  Mr.  O'Brien,  the 
grave  side  is  emphasized  somewhat 
more  heavily.  Even  the  story  by 
Ring  Lardner,  "Haircut,"  is  dis- 
tinctly of  the  tragic  order.  Inci- 
dentally, this  tale  appealed  to  us 
more  strongly  than  any  other  this 
year.  It  has  all  the  technique  of 
the  heavier  masters  of  the  art  with 
none  of  the  affectation,  and  by  the 
complete  submerging  of  the 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Heard  in  Atlanta 

First  African:  "Any  o' dese  heah 
w'ites  livin'    round  heah?" 

Secundus:  "Jus'  a  few  but  dey's 
not  'jectionable." 

Voo    Doo. 

*  *        * 

Minister's  Daughter:  "Papa's 
subject  to-night  is  to  be,  'Love 
Each  Other';  do  you  want  to  go, 
Jack?"' 

Jack:  "Well,  dear,  don't  you 
think  that  it  would  be  better  to 
stay  at  home  and  practice  what 
your  father  is  preaching?"  — 

— Pitt  Panther. 

*  *        * 

"You  gave  your  seat  to  a  poor 
old  Irishman  last  night,  didn't  you, 
dear?" 

"Why,  no.  What  makes  you 
say  that?" 

"Well,  I  distinctly  heard  you  say 
in  your  sleep.  Oh,  that's  all  right, 
I'll  stand  pat!" 

C.  C.  N.  Y.  Mercury. 

*  *        * 

She  Shouldn't  Duett 

A  flappish  young  lady  namedPruett 
Wore  a   dress  very   short  and   she 
knuett. 
When  the  sun  got  behind    er, 
You  needed  a  blinder, 
For    golly,    the    light    shone    right 
thruett. 

— Sun  Dial. 


G-O^yy^Kaa^^ 


Inn  Keeper:   "Is  there  anything  I  can  do  for  you,  Sir?" 
Launcelot:   "Yes,    make    haste    and  fetch    a    can-opener. 
There's  a  flea  in  my  knight  clothes."  Tiger. 


"My    greatest    fear    is    of    being 
buried  alive  after  I  am  dead!" 

—Pcle  Mele,  Paris. 


Plain  Scotch 

There  are  many  stories- about 
Scotchmen,  about  their  being  one's 
closest  friends,  etc.,  but  they  have 
been  known  at  times  to  be  real 
generous  and  to  show  great  grati- 
tude for  small  things.  Take  for 
instance  the  case  of  Sandy 
McTavish.  Sandy  was  a  member 
of  that  famous  regiment  which 
fought  at  the  battle  of  something 
or  other  during  the  World  War. 
One  night  when  Sandy  and  his 
comrades  were  marching  to  the 
front  line  under  heavy  shell  fire,  a 
flea  happened  to  bite  him  on  the 
ankle.  Of  course  this  riled  Sandy, 
and  he  immediately  bent  down  to 
remove  the  said  flea.  Just  as  he 
leaned  over,  a  shell  passed  above 
him   and   wiped   out   a   whole   line 


of  men  behind  him.  Sandy  stood 
up  in  wonderment.  He  gazed 
upon  his  dead  comrades  to  the 
rear,  and  then  turning  to  the  flea 
which  he  was  still  holding  in  his 
hand  he  said,  "Well,  I  can  nae 
gie'  ye  the  D.S.C.,  nae  can  I  gie' 
ye  the  Croix  de  Guere,  but  I  can 
gie'  ye  a  bit  of  a  good  winter  name, 
and  I  will."  Whereupon  he  thrust 
the  flea  under  his  heavy  woolen 
underwear  close  to  his  heart. 

—  Voo   Doo. 

*        *        * 

Academic  News 

The  University  of  Pavia  in  Italy, 
which  is  known  to  be  the  oldest 
university  in  Europe,  recently  cele- 
brated its  eleventh  centenary.  None 
of  the  first  graduating  class  were 
present.  — Ski-u-mah. 
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Just 
Sign  Here 


We'll  send  you  a  10-day  tube  of 

this  unique  shaving  cream,  postpaid 


GENTLEMEN:- 

Pamolive  Shaving  Cream  embodies  the  four 
great  essentials  1 ,000  men  told  us  they  wanted  in  a 
shaving  cream,  plus  a  fifth  which  we  added. 

Its  success  is  a  sensation.  Men  are  flocking  to 
it  by  the  thousands. 

We  believe  it  will  give  you  shaving  comfort  un- 
known to  you  before.  That  it  will  surpass  your 
present  method  of  shaving  in  five  important  ways. 

In  your  interest  and  in  ours,  let  us  send  you  a 
10-day  tube  to  try.  We  know  we  can  win  you  in 
this  way.  80%  of  its  present  users  thus  were  won 
from  other  preparations. 

THE  PALMOLIVE  COMPANY  (Del.  Corp. 

To  add  the  final  touch  to  shaving  luxury,  we  have 
created  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc— especially  for 
men.  Doesn't  show.  Leaves  the  skin  smooth  and 
fresh,  and  gives  that  well-groomed  look.  Try  the 
sample  we  are  sending  free  with  the  tube  of  shaving 
cream.  There  are  new  delights  here  for  every  man 
who  shaves.  Please  let  us  prove  them  to  you. 
C'ip  coupon  now. 


Five  Advantages 

1 .  Multiplies  itself  in  lather  260  times. 

2.  Softens  the  beard  in  one  minute. 

3.  Maintains  its  creamy  fullness  for  10  minutes  on 
the  face. 

4.  Strong  bubbles  hold  the  hairs  erect  for  cutting. 

5.  Fine  after  effects  due  to  palm  and  olive  oil  content. 
We're  the  makers  of  Palmolive  Soap,  as  you  know. 

Thus  60  years  of  soap  study  stands  back  of  this 
creation.  We  made  up  and  discarded  130  formulas 
before  venturing  it  on  the  market. 
Just  Send  Coupon 
Your  present  method  may  suit  you  well.  But  still  there 
may  be  a  better  one.  This  test  may  mean  much  to  you  in 
comfort.     Send   the  coupon  before  you  forget. 


Chi 


cago. 


10    SHAVES     FREE 

and  a  can  of  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc 

Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and 
mail  to  Dept.  B-l  16,  The  Palmolive  Com- 
pany of  Canada.  Ltd.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
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(Continued  from  page  27) 

author's  personality,  gains  in  in- 
terest and  authenticity.  It  is  a 
story  of  small-town  callousness, 
told  by  the  barber  to  a  passing 
stranger.  This  is  the  only  title 
which,  in  our  estimation,  thorough- 
ly merits  the  appellation,  "a  clas- 
sic.'' All  the  stories  are  good, 
but  this  one  is  the  precious  stone 
of  the  collection. 

-/.  E.  McD. 

THE  ENEMY'S  GATES.  By 
Richmond  Brooks  Barrett.  Tor- 
onto, The  Macmillan  Company, 
Publishers 

THE  ENEMY'S  GATES  is  a 
thickly-peopled  novel  chronicling 
the  affairs  of  a  Jewish  family,  the 
Morgenthals.  It  is  an  amazingly 
sound,  unbiassed  analysis  of  the 
problems  of  the  upper-class  Ameri- 
can Jew. 

Several  generations  in  America 
have  not  been  sufficient  to  change 
the  Morgenthals;  at  heart  they 
remain  fundamentally  Jewish  and 


Eastern.  For  all  their  pretenses 
they  are  only  sojourners  in  a  for- 
eign land,  strangers  within  the 
enemy's  gates.  Aliens  even  in  the 
great  American  melting  pot,  there 
is  something  in  them  which  refuses 
to  bend,  to  be  assimilated.  And 
it  is  on  this  fact  that  the  novel  is 
based. 

Mark  Morgenthal,  the,  father  is 
a  brilliant  New  York  financier,  a 
free-liver  and  a  seasoned  libertine. 
It  is  his  many  loves  which  bring 
his  wife  to  any  early  grave.  But 
behind    his    polished    manner    and 


B0VRH 

is  a  Great 
Body  Builder 

Give 
the  Kiddies  Some 


apparent  thoughtlessnessheis some- 
thing of  a  family  patriarch,  fond  of 
his  children  and  proud  of  his  race 
and  name. 

The  Morgenthal  children  are  a 
queer  assortment.  Jessica  is  gor- 
geously beautiful,  energetic,  dom- 
ineering. She  marries  anAmerican 
only  to  find  that  there  is  a  per- 
petual quarrel  between  them.  Her 
love  of  luxury,  colour  and  comfort 
annoys  him  and  she  despises  his 
staid,  narrow  manner  of  life.  They 
are  divorced  and  she  marries  a 
wealthy  profligate  Jew,  Philip  Heil- 
man. 

The  principal  character,  George 
Morgenthal,  begins  life  as  a  difficult 
child  and  ends  it  as  a  suicide.  He 
is  one  of  those  people  who  are 
caught  in  the  web  of  fate  and  seem 
destined  to  bring  misfortune  on 
every  one  around,  themselves  in- 
cluded. The  tragic  element  in  his 
character  is  that  he  has  certain 
capabilities  but  no  self-assurance. 
He  also  makes  a  mixed  marriage 
that  is  unsuccessful  despite  the  fact 
(Continued  on  page  43) 
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Just   a    Kiss 


"A  kiss,"  said  he.  "is  a  common  noun." 
"Very  common,"  said  she,  with  eyes  cast  down ; 
"And  yet  from  a  certain  point  of  view, 
A  kiss  may  be  common  and  proper  too." 

And  so  the  discussion  went  gaily  on. 
With  divers  arguments  pro  and  con; 
And  each  supported  the  statements  made, 
With  practice  called  to  theory's  aid. 

Till  they  forgot  in  a  dream  of  bliss. 
What  part  of  speech  was  a  simple  kiss, 
But  on  one  point  they  had  a  single  mind — 
It  was  awfully  hard  to  be  declined. 

— Percy  B.  Prior, 
in    Verse. 

InLi'L'OPNoo  Yawk 

"American,"  shouted  the  newsboy.      "American! 
American,  sir?" 

"Yes,"  replied  the  inebriate,  "but  I  don't  go  holler- 
ing about  it." 

— Banter. 


"How  many  men  arc  there  in  the  Freshman  class?" 

"About  sixty." 

"Is  that  all?" 

"Yes.  but  the  rest  will  grow  up  eventually." 

—  Yale  Record. 


dt  little  higher 
in  price,but~ 
nhata  wonderful 
difference  a  few 
cents  make. 


PLAYERS 


NAVY    CUT 

CIGARETTES 


Delightfully  cool 
and  sweet  smoking 


"Oh,  dear!  It's  so  hard  to  keep  track  of  my 
dates,"  said  the  sheik's  daughter  as  the  caravan 
stopped  for  lunch. 

-Belle    Hop. 

*        *        *        * 

Aloysius — "Say  do  you  think  you're  the  best- 
looking  man  on  the  Campus?" 

Fluvius — "No,  I  don't,  but  what's  my  opinion 
compared  to  the  opinion  of  thousands  of  women?" 

— Puppet. 

*        *        * 

Doctor:  "Congratulations,  Governor,  you're  the 
father  of  triplets." 

Governor:     "I  demand  a  recount." 

—  Washington  Dirge. 

*  *        * 

"Shall  we  buy  from  that  soap  salesman?" 
"Better  not,  pal;  I  don't  like  his  Lux." 

— Louisiana  Purchase. 

*  *        * 

"My  heart  is  with  the  ocean,"  sighed  the  poet 
thin  and  tall. 

"You've  gone  me  one  better,"  gasped  his  friend, 
who  clutched  the  rail. 

The  Stencil. 

*  *        * 

Minister:  "So  you  are  coming  from  Sunday 
School,  my  lad.     And  did  you  profit  by  going  there?" 

Little  Willie:  "Yes,  sir;  I  won  three  cents  match- 
ing pennies." 

— Sun  Dial. 
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Smart  in  Style 

perfect  in  Worknjanship 

jfibove  par  in  Conjfort 

popularly  priced 

Tailor- J^ade  for  particular  Trade 
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SCOTT  &  McHALE  LIMITED 


LONDON, CANADA 


All  Joking  Aside 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
to  the  Canadian  publishers,  since  such  a  coverage  is 
of  no  advertising  value  to  the  Canadian  manufacturer 
upon  whom  he  is  dependent  for  revenue.  This  diffi- 
cult situation  is  therefore  complicated  by  the  ener- 
getic subscription  campaigning  in  Canada  by  Ameri- 
can publishers  which  has  featured  the  last  few  years 
and  which  threatens  to  assume  heretofore  undreamt- 
of proportions.  The  more  pessimistic  Canadian  pub- 
lishers are  of  the  opinion  that  unless  relief  is  extended 
to  them,  their  only  recourse  is  to  close  up.  Consider- 
ing the  necessity,  the  measure  supported  by  the 
associated  publishers  is  a  moderate  one.  Briefly, 
they  suggest  that  a  tax  considerably  lower  than  that 
already  levied  upon  American  advertising  coming  into 


Canada^in  any  other  form  be  exacted  from  advertising 
coming  into  the  Dominion  in  the  United  States  publi- 
cations. 

The  question  is  frankly  one  of  whether  or  not  we 
are  to  have  a  national  press.  We  believe  our  present 
Canadian  press  is  filling  a  real  ne:essity  and  justify- 
ing its  existence,  notwithstanding  Merrill  Denison, 
that  bad  boy  of  Canadian  literature,  to  the  contrary. 

So  that's  that.      We've  told  you  anyway. 

^  $?  % 

Deposit  Account 

Father:  "Young  man,  I  understand  you  have 
made  advances  to  my  daughter." 

Young  Man:  "Yes,  sir,  I  wasn't  going  to  say  any- 
thing about  it,  but  now  since  you  have  mentioned  it, 
I  wish  you  could  get  her  to  pay  me  back." — Sk.i-u-mah. 
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Tough  Luck 

"What  are  you  crying  for,  my 
lad?" 

"Cause  father's  invented  a 
new  soap  substitoot  an'  every  time 
a  customer  comes  in  I  get  washed 
as  an  advertisement." 

— Dry    Good    Economist. 

A  canvasser  for  a  magazine 
house  walked  to  the  door  of  a  pros- 
pect and  knocked.  A  colored  maid 
answered. 

Canvasser:  "Is  the  lady  of  the 
house  in?" 

Maid:  "She's  takin'  a  bath,  suh." 
Canvasser:    "I'd  like  to  see  her." 
Maid  (grinning):   "I    speck    you 
would,  white  man." 

— Pacific  Coast  Bulletin. 

*  *        * 

Not  Particular 

"Hello." 

"Hello,  this  you,  Dora?" 
"Yes," 

"Do  you  still  love  me?" 
"Yes.  who  is  it?" 

— Dry  Goods  Economist. 

:■:  ^  * 

Colored  Parson — Do  you  know, 
my  little  man,  where  all  little  boys 
go  who  don't  attend  church  on 
Sunday? 

Snow  Ball — Ah,  sure,  does,  suh; 
we  all  go  down  de  cella  to  roll  dem 
dominoes. 

—Medler. 

*  *        * 

Rastus:  "Say,  Sam,  can  you 
bowl?" 

Sam:  "What  you  all  mean  by 
that.  Rastus?" 

Rastus:  "Why,  at  game  where 
you  roll  in  a  alley." 

Sam:    "D ,    boy,    why    don't 

you  all  say  craps  in  de  fust 
place?" 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 

*  *        * 

Rastus:  "Ah  heahs  Sambo  was 
arrested  fo'  tamperin'  wid  rollin' 
stock. 

Moe:  "Ah  didn't  know  he 
worked  fo'  de  railroad." 

Rastus:  "He  don't.  He  was 
caught  shootin'   wid  loaded   dice.' 

— Pointer 

*  *        * 

Slim    (playing    victrola):    "Say 
what's  on  the  back  of  that  'Alice 
Blue  Gown?" 

Jim:    "A  grease  spot,  I  suppose.' 
—Red  Cat 


The  Bizad 

"So  you're  Jim  Brunton's  son!" 
said  the  financier  slowly,  eyeing 
the  young  man  across  his  desk. 
"Well,  you're  not  just  like  I 
thought  Jim's  boy  would  look,  but 
nobody  can  ever  say  I  refused  to 
take  care  of  my  old  pal's  son.  Jim 
and  me  was  pardners  through 
matrimony  and  high  water  for 
going  on  twenty  years."  He 
paused  reflectively. 

"I'll  start  you  at  ten  thousand  a 
year.      How's  that?" 

"That's  quite  satisfactory,  Mr. 
Ruggem,  thank  you  very  much! 
And  what  will  my  duties  be?" 

"Well,  young  fellow,  I  can't 
think  of  anything  much  to  do  right 
now.  But  something  will  probably 
turn  up.  This  rheumatism's  get- 
ting my  hand  so  I  can  hardly  sign 
the  payroll  every  two  weeks.  Brush 
up  on  my  signature,  and  you  can 
try  that.  You  can  go  over  to  the 
First  Trust  on  quarterlies  and  clip 
a  few  coupons  for  me,  too."  The 
magnate's  brow  furrowed  thought- 
fully. "Another  thing.  I  just 
gave  my  daughter  a  Packillac  for 
her  birthday.  You  can  teach  her 
to  run  it.      Drive  one?" 

"Oh,  well  enough,  Mr.  Ruggem. 
I'll  try  if  you  really  want  me  to." 

Mr.  Ruggem  appeared  to  have 
an   inspiration. 

"Look  here.  Did  you  see  the 
blonde  stenographer  in  the  outer 
office?  She's  a  perfect  secretary. 
I'm  afraid  to  let  her  out  with  any- 
one for  fear  she'll  get  married  and 
leave  me.  You  can  take  her  to 
lunch  every  day  and  bring  her 
back  with  you!  It'll  take  a  big 
load  off  my  mind.  How  do  you 
like  that?" 

I  suppose  I  can,  sir,  if  so  much 
depends  on  it." 

"Well,  that's  about  all  I  think 
of  now.  You  can  start  in  with 
that  little  office  over  there  Mon- 
day." The  older  man  started  to 
turn  away,  but  the  son  of  Jim 
Brunton  held  him  with  a  stern 
gesture. 

"Just  one  question,  Mr.  Rug- 
gem," he  said,  looking  him  straight 
in  the  eye.  "Is  there  any  future  to 
this  job?" 

AwgWan. 

Dumb  Dora  knows  all  about  the 
Dial.  She  says  it's  a  highbrow 
radio  magazine.  Life. 


NAUSEA 


The  positive  relief  for  SEA, 
TRAIN  AND  CAR  Sickness. 
Stops  the  nausea  at  once. 
25  years  in  use. 

75c  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores 
5  or  diredt  on  receipt  of  Price 

The    Mothersill    Remedy    Co..    Montreal 


Jl  Jdeauuj  OGcrei 

~oHhe  Old%,nch  Court 
Amid    this   splendid 
grandeur  and  multi- 
tude    of     beautiful 
women     Gouraud's 
Oriental  Cream  was 
a    cherished  beauty 
secret.   Let    it   be   yours  to-day 
and    know    a    greater    beauty. 
White  Fie  ah         Rachel 

Send  ioc.  for  Trial  Size 
F.  T.   Hopkine  &  Son,   Montreal 


Gouraud's 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 


uimf>£i£u&!! 


Niagara   Falls   Tourists   Prefer 
This  Buffalo  Hotel 

CANADIANS  like  the  home-like  comfort 
of  this  modern,  fire-proof  hotel,  with 
its  complete  service,  attractive  outside 
rooms  and  excellent  cuisine. 

Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  personal 
attention  to  guests — 250  rooms.  Quietly 
situated,  convenient  to  shops,  clubs  and 
theatres.  I  he  rates  are  moderate— 32.00 
to  35.00  per  day  for  single  rooms;  33.00  to 
37.00  per  day  for  double  rooms. 

Special  taxi  service  to  the  Hotel.  Ask 
the  VanDyke  Agent  at  the  Station  or 
\\  harf. 

Motorists   follow  Main   Street   or  Dela- 
ware Avenue  to  North  Street. 
>  '/;  the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes  Tours. 
Write  for  FREE  Road  Guides,  M 
and  Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL   LENOX 

North  St.  just  west  of  Delaware  Ave. 

Bl   M    \l.o.    \.  Y. 
c  LARENCE    \.    MINER,   President 
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Impressions  of  College 

By  One  Who  Has  Never  Been  There. 


-Octopus. 


Goblin 


.•>? 


Poetic  words — how  sweet 
they  were  to  maiden's  ear 
in  days  gone  by! 
But  more  appealing  far 
to-day  a  box  of  Moirs 
superior  Chocolates. 


In  the  "Acadia"  Package  you  will  find  the 
greatest  value  in  quality  candy  yet  pro- 
duced. Nothing  finer  is  made  anywhere. 

Only  Moirs  can  produce  such  superior 
chocolates.  And  wherever  the  name 
"Moirs"  appears — as  it  does  on  each 
package  and  each  chocolate — it  promises 
that  same  standard  of  quality. 

Don't  let  another  day  go  by  without 
giving  your  family  and  your  friends 
this  treat. 


CHO  C  OLATES 


41  varieties  of  proven  popularity  have  been 
selected  for  this  assortment 
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\f\    Tfrom  Acadi  A.- Land  of  Romance 
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Go 


BLIN 


Pure  badger  hair  set 
in  vulcanized  rubber. 
Handle  of  superb 
quality  and  finish. 
As  good  in  service  as 
in  appearance. 

Guaranteed,  of  course,  and 
made  in  Canada  in  a  hygienic 
Canadian  way. 

C  SET    IN    RUBBER  J 

LATHER  BRUSHES 


$3 

Other  sizes  of  same 

style  brush  at 
proportionate  prices 


Pure  Badger  Hair 
or  pure  Bristles 
do  not  carry  an- 
thraxgerms.  Avoid 
cheap  substitutes. 


SAINT  JOHN,  N.B- 
lontreal     Toronto     London    Winnipeg 
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Voice  on  phone:  "Hello!  Hello! 
Is  this  the  insurance  office?  Well, 
I  want  a  theft  insurance  policy  on 
my  car  at  once.'' 

"What  kind  of  a  car  is  it?" 

"It  was  a  Buick." 

-Life. 

*  *        * 

"And  what,  Pishkin,  was  Noah's 
favorite  dish?" 

"I'll  be  dashed,  Tinkin,  if  it 
wasn't  preserved  pairs." 

Phoenix. 

*  *        * 

Head  Work 

Diner:   "My  bill,  waiter." 
Waiter:   "What  did  you  have?" 
Diner:   "I    don't  know." 
Waiter:   "Hash  is  forty  cents." 

—Judge. 


An  artist's  model  is  seldom 
wrapped  up  in  her  work. 

—Belle  Hop. 

*  *        * 

Father — "There  are  two  requests 
that  come  in  our  letters  from  our 
son — and  the  other  is  to  know  how 
the  family  is." 

— Belle  Hop. 

*  *        * 

Hotel  Guest:  "Have  you  a  room 
for  to-night?" 

Clerk:  "Yes,  I  have  to  sleep  some 
place." 

— Sk.i-u-mah. 

"I  see  where  bustles  are  coming 
back." 

"Well,  that's  where  they  belong." 
— Sk.i-u-mah. 


\\v\  \  <    "l  \    i 


"Ah,  Antoine,  tell  me  if  the  rope 
is  tight!" 

— Journal  Amusant,  Paris. 


Cannibal  chief  to  messenger: 
"Go  to  the  American  Mission 
Station.  Tell  them  that  the  Rev- 
erend Robinson  has  arrived  and  is 
now  in  our  midst." 

Beanpot. 

%        *        * 

Love  Game? 

Triangle:  "What's  this  World 
Court  they're  talking  about?" 

Average  Engineer:  "I  guess  it 
must  be  the  place  they're  going  to 
hold  the  international  tennis 
matches.  - — Belle  Hop. 


Carry  it 
always 
With 

you/ 


WR1GLEYS 

Jy      Keeps  teeth 
clean,  breath  sweet, 
appetite  keen  and 
digestion 

Qreat  i 
smok 


jjjfc  Jfter  EveryMeal      ]ft( 
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Popular  Songs 

As  They  Should  Have  Been  Intro- 
duced 

Left  All  Alone  Again  Blues — 
Peggy  Joyce  and  the  Reno  Trouba- 
dours. 

When  Shall  We  Two  Meet  Again 
— Helen  Wills  accompanied  on  her 
tennis  racquet. 

You  Forgot  to  Remember — Quar- 
tette of  Income  Tax  Collectors. 

Show  Me  the  Way  to  Go  Home — 
Countess  Vera. 

Silting  in  the  Corner — Jack 
Horner  playing  on  a  mince  pie. 

My  Isle  of  Golden  Dreams — 
Duet  by  Robinson  Crusoe  and 
Friday. 

Dark    Town    Strutters'    Ball — 
Uncle   Tom   and    Al   Jolson,    with 
Little  Eva  doing  some  fancy  step- 
ping. 

Follow  the  Swallow — Prohibition 
Unit  Ensemble. 

Say  It  With  Flowers — Sung  by 
Jack  Dempsey  through  his  new 
nose. 

—  Voo-doo. 


Tricky 

Customer:  "You  said  this  blan- 
ket is  all  wool  and  yet  you  can  see 
it  is  plainly  marked  'cotton.'" 

Dumb  Clerk:  "Well,  you  see  we 
marked  it  cotton  to  fool  the  moths.' 


Drexerd. 


*        * 
Proof 


Aeronautics  Prof:  "I  have  been 
training  men  to  fly  for  the  past 
five  years  and  I've  never  heard  a 
complaint!  Now,  what  does  that 
prove?" 

Voice  from  Rear:  "Dead  men 
tell  no  tales!" 

Medley. 


ESTABLISHED    42   YEARS 
Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St. 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St. 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main   2908 
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»BROCK 

cvi    fiat  of 
XndiuLduaLitu 

-H-A-CANADIAN-ACHIEVEMENT- 


THE    WOLTHAUSEN    HAT    CORPORATION    LIMITED 


MAKERS   OF   THE   WOLTHAUSEN   MORTON    AND   PEER_    HAT 


White  Inside 

Small  Boy:   'Does  a  cannibal  go 
to  heaven  when  he  dies,  daddy?" 
Father:  "Certainly  not." 
Small  Boy:   "Well,  suppose  he'd 
eaten  a  missionary?" 

— Sk.i-u-mah. 

#        *        * 

Dependent 

Heiress:  "And  why  do  you  love 
me  so  much?" 

Suitor:  "Because  I  feel  I  can 
always  bank  on  you." 

— Sk.i-u-mah. 

"When  I  proposed  to  the  dear 
girl  she  fell  on  my  shoulder  and 
sobbed  like  a  baby,  but  finally  she 
put  her  arms  about  my  neck  and — " 

"Yes,  I  know  all  about  it.  I 
rehearsed  it  with  her." 

— Sk.i-  u-mah. 


"I  was  the  shining  light  of  my 
family." 

"I    see — the    light    that  failed." 

—  Wisconsin  Octopus. 

*  *        * 

The    trouble    with  the    modern 

college   spirit   is   that  there   is   too 

much     "spirit"     and  not    enough 

college.  Red  Cat. 

*  *        * 

Identified 

A  porter  entered  the  smoking 
car.  "Pa'don  me,  gen'men,  but  is 
there  a  Brown  student  heah? 

There  being  no  answer,  he  re- 
peated his  question. 

"Is  there  a  student  from  Brown 
heah,  please?" 

A  young  man  spoke  up,  "I  am 
from  Brown,  George." 

"Then  would  you  lend  me  your 
co'kscrew  a  moment,  suh? 

Jack-o-Lantern. 
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You  Can't  Keep  a  Good  Man  Down 


Quality  cannot  remain  hidden.  It  is  invariably 
recognized  and  rewarded  wherever  found.  Public 
approval  has  awarded  the  Mail  and  Empire  the 
largest  circulation  of  any  morning  paper  in  the 
Dominion. 


110,538  Net  Paid. 


^tMwimh  tftttpfcr* 

S5.00  BY  MAIL.     $6.00  DELIVERED 
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THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON 
TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 


Telephone: 
R.  4382 


Endurance  Test 

He:  "If  you  keep  looking  at  me 
like  that  I'm  going  to  kiss  you." 

She:  "Well,  I  can't  keep  this 
■expression   long."  — Bison. 


As  Little  Brothers  See  It 

Let's  play  college,   what  d'you 
say?" 

"All  right,  I'll  get  a  pipe  and  you 
get  daddy's  checkbook." 

— Juggler. 

:$:  •%.  Hfi 

"Aren't  you  pretty  young  for  a 
college  man?" 

I  ain't  no  college  man       These 
are  dad's  pants."  — Dodo. 

*        *         * 

Freshie:   "What's  your  name?" 
Hefty:   "I   don't  know." 
Freshie:"  Why  don't  you  know?" 
Hefty:  "I  ain't  myself  just  now." 

Masquer  adcr . 


It  All  Depends 

Eta:   "How  old  would  a  person 
be  who  was  born  in  1890?" 
Zeta:   "Man  or  woman?" 

Punch  Bowl. 

*  #        * 

Favoritism 

"Why  does  the  manager  seem  so 
partial  to  young  Sanders?" 

"Because  he's  the  only  fellow  on 
the  staff  who  isn't  taking  corres- 
pondence lessons  to  become  a 
manager  himself." 

— Passing  Show. 

2:00  A.M. 

"Shay,  is  thish  the  weather 
man?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  you  left  it  rainin'  down 
in  our  block." 

— Awgwan. 

*  *        * 

Statistics  prove  that  fifty  per 
cent  of  the  married  people  in  the 
United  States  are  women. 

— Rice    Owl. 

*  *        * 

A  good  many  fathers  are  work- 
ing their  son's  way  through  col- 
lege. — Belle  Hop. 

*  *        * 

Gentleman:     "Waiter,    what's 
wrong  with  this  chicken?" 

Waiter:  "It's  been  in  a  fight,  sir! 

"Well!  Take  it  back  and  bring 
me  the  winner." 

— Grinncll  Malteaser. 

*  *        * 

Blue  Monday 

Soph:  "Did  you  ever  see  any- 
thing so  unsettled  as  the  weather?" 

Landlady:  "Well,  there's  your 
board  bill." 

—  Texas  Ranger. 


"Another    Month    from    that    Same 
Package  of  Durham-Duplex  Blades!" 

See  for  yourself.  Get  a  gen- 
uine Durham-Duplex  Demon- 
strator razor  with  one  blade 
for  only  25c.  A  real  razor — not 
a  toy.  If  your  dealer  cannot 
supply  you,  send  coupon  Indic- 
ating style  razor  preferred. 


/ 
/ 

/ 

/ 


S  style  razor  preferred. 

^25„<t 


^W^,  for 
Vame  "e  6;ade. 


Wame 


t>l"-han,U0at- 
han,--D«p/e, 


Inter- 
changeable Blades  60c 
package  of  5. 


sy 


URHAMl-IUPLEX; 


The  Blades  Men  Swear  By— Not  At 


COLLEGIATE  and  University  education 
with  our  individual  training  in  Steno- 
graphy and  Accountancy,  also  Correspond- 
ence Course,  is  a  valuable  asset.  You  must 
speciali  e  to  have  a  successful  career. 

BORLAND  BUSINESS  SCHOOL 

Trinity  4256      724  Spadina  Ave.,  Toronto 


Dack  Shoes  are  better 

That   is  why  leading  Canadian   men    for 
four  generations  have  been  wearing 


OVER 
90  YEARS 

IN 
PRESENT 

*$Aoe&  faJlm  SH0P 

from  Maker  to  Wearer 

73  King  Street  West,  Toronto 
also 
6  Bloor  East      Mount  Royal  Hotel      319  Fort  St 
Toronto,  Ont.  Montreal  Winnipeg 


22  Chatham  W 
Windsor 
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Come  On,  You  Cholston  Steppers! 

A   Special  Limerick.   Contest  for   Devotees  of  the   "Pigeon-Toe"   Dance 
Supply  the  Missing  Line 


PRIZES 

First  Prize:  $20.00  if  win- 
ner is  a  subscriber  to 
GOBLIN,  or  if  he  sends 
in  a  subscription  with  his 
answer,  $10.00  if  not  a 
subscriber. 

Five  Prizes  of  $2.00  to 
subscribers,  or  $1.00  to 
non-subscribers. 

Subscriptions  may  be 
sent  in  with  answers  by 
using   the   form    below. 

RULES 

(1)  Prizes  go  to  the  writer 
of  the  cleverest  and  most 
original  last  line. 

(2)  Last  lines  must  be  in 
our  hands  by  April  27th. 

(3)  Results  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  May  number 
of  GOBLIN. 

(4)  Members  of  the  firm 
may  not  win  prizes  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing. 


There  was  a  young  flapper  named  Jean. 

Whose  Charleston  was  wicked  and  mean. 
She  could  step,  she  could  dance 
Till  she'd  fall  in  a  trance. 


Last  Month's  Contest 

Out  of  the  tremendous  number  of  subscribers  and 
should-be  subscribers  who  were  sympathetic  or  dis- 
gusted with  the  gentleman  in  the  coon  coat,  the  last 
line  supplied  by  Miss  P.  S.  Squire,  102  Roxborough 
Drive,  Toronto,  was  chosen  as  the  best.      It  follows: 

There  was  a  young  fellow  named  Jack.. 
Who  wore  a  coon  coat  on  his  back, 

When  they  asked  him  to  say 

Why  he  wore  it  in  May, 
He  said.  "In  my  brain  there's  a  crack- 

! 

GOBLINS  LTD.,    10   Adelaide  Street   East,    Toronto  2.        !    >""•    $3-00    I 

2  yrs.  $5.00   | 
Dear  Sirs: 

Enclosed  find  $ for year's  subscription  to  Canada's    i 

National  Humorous  Monthly. 

Name I 

Street  Address 

Town Province 


The  five  second  prizes  of 
one  or  two  dollars  go  to  the 
authors  of  the  following  last 
lines: 

Misslsabel  Gurd,43l  Chris- 
tina Street  N.,    Sarnia,  Ont. : 

"It's  coon  skin  or  bare  skin, 
alack-1" 

J.  C.  Mitchell,  294  N. 
Christina  Street,  Sarnia,  Ont. 

"It  goes  well  with  my  swell 
Cadillac!" 

Louis  W.  Dippell,  Box  No. 
972,  Renfrew,  Ont.: 

"Three  score  more  quarts  I 
can  pack" 

Mrs.  Gottfried,  146  Roxton 
Road,  Toronto: 

"Said,  'I'm  trying  to  coax 
winter  back-' 

G.  I.  Muir,  Box  No.  197. 
Burford,  Ont.: 

"Replied,  'My  dear  chap, 
'tis  a  knack- " 

Honourable  mention  goes 
to  the  following: 

C.  M.  Richardson.  593 
Jessie  Avenue,  Winnipeg. 
Man. 

W.  A.  Bancroft,  10  Echo 
Avenue,  Reading,  Mass. 

Percy  M.  Kennedy,  3  Percy 
Street,  Ottawa,  Ont. 

Frank  Gray,  Gardenvale, 
P.Q. 

H.  E.  Mercer,  Bank  of 
Montreal,  St.  John,  N.B. 

Mrs.  H.  M.  Simmons.  Nia- 
gara Falls,  South,  Ontario. 

A.  S.  Mitchell,  135  Balfour 
Road,  Town  of  Mount  Roval. 
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A  Second  Florida 

{Continued  from  page  13) 
In  his  letter  he  says  in  part: 
"Where  will  the  next  great  real 
estate  boom  or  awakening  take 
place?  The  people  of  Ontario  can 
answer  that  question.  An  awaken- 
ing of  the  possibilities  of  the  Prov- 
ince of  Ontario  that  will  astonish 
the  North  American  continent  will 
take  place  just  as  soon  as  the  people 
of  Ontario  will  awake  to  their  own 
possibilities. 

"The  people  from  the  southeast- 
ern States  will  flock  to  Ontario  to 
spend  their  summer  months  by  the 
hundreds  of  thousands  if  the  people 
of  Ontario  will  apply  the  propa- 
ganda that  swayed  and  started  the 
great  boom  and  exodus  from  the 
northern  States  and  Canada  to 
Florida.  All  that  is  necessary  is 
to  make  the  people  of  the  south  see 
the  great  advantages  that  Ontario 
has.  as  a  place  of  summer  residence. 
The  promoters  who  have  made 
hundreds  of  millions  of  dollars  in 
Florida,  will  soon  be  ready  to  seek 
a  new  field  for  exploitation.  Will 
Ontario  be  ready  to  receive  them? 
The  speed  limit  should  be  in- 
creased to  at  least  35  miles  per 
hour,  or  45,  as  is  the  case  in  Florida, 
and  the  main  highways  should  be 
wide  enough  to  accommodate  the 
enormous  traffic  that  is  sure  to 
follow. 

Second.  All  red  tape  that  has 
been  employed  heretofore,  when 
American  tourists  enter  Canada, 
should  be  done  away  with  as  much 

as    possible 

Will  the  Province  of  Ontario 
grasp  the  opportunity  that  will 
make  it  teem  with  prosperity,  as 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  American 
tourists  entering  into  Canada  will 
be  by  far  the  biggest  asset  that 
Canada  will  have?" 

The  advantages  of  a  nice,  man- 
size  real  estate  boom  on  our  front 
door  step  are  manifest.  Who 
knows.  We  might  even  have  Zieg- 
field  locating  "Ontario  Nights"  in 
Canada.  As  the  late  Bert  Wil- 
liams used  to  say,  "It's  a  wonder- 
ful chance  for  somebody,  yassuh!" 
*        *        * 

Epitaph 

An  auctioneer  had  passed  away 
One  morning,  just  at  dawn. 

So  on  his  tombstone  was  engraved, 
"Going,  going,  GONE." 

— Flamingo. 
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Proved  safe  by  millions  and  prescribed  by  physicians  for 
Headache     Neuralgia      Colds  Lumbago 

Pain  Toothache     Neuritis        Rheumatism 


Stf 
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Accept    only    "Bayer"    package 
which  contains  proven  directions. 

Handy    "Bayer"    boxes    of<  12    tablets 
Also  bottles  of  24  and   100 — Druggists. 

Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  (registered  in  Canada)  of  Bayer  Manufacture  of  Monoacetic- 
aeidester  of  Salicylicacld  (Acetyl  Sal'cylic  Acid,  "A.  S.  A.").  While  ii  is  well  known 
t*>at  Aspirin  humus  Bayer  manufacture,  to  assist  the  public  against  imitations,  the  Tablets 
**  Bayer  Compan;    will  be  stamped   with    their  general   trade   mark,   the   "Bayer  Gross 


Exclusive?     Who  Said   So? 

/^OBLIN  readers  are  strongly  advised  against 
^-*  listening  to  handsome  strangers,  with  or 
without  drooping  mustaches,  who  would  seek  to 
persuade  them  that  Goblin's  subscription  list  is 
hard  to  break  into.  The  reverse  is  the  case.  In 
fad  it  is  not  even  necessary  to  send  in  a  coupon 
with  your  subscription.  No  need  i"  In-  nervous. 
Just  be  your  own  sweet  self  and  forward  S3. 00, 
and  you  will  get  it  all  right.     Jusl  try  it. 


C9DLIN 


$3.00 
ONE  YEAR 


10  ADELAIDE  ST.  EAST 


$5.00 
TWO   YEARS 
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"SPRING  SONG"       ---      -      Mendelssohn 
Played  by 

JOSEF  HOFMANN 

World-renowned     Pianist 
For 


The  Mason  &  Risch  DUO  -  ART  Reproducing  Piano 

Hofmann   to  play  Mendelssohn   and    Beethoven;   Paderewski    to  play 
Chopin;  Bauer  to  play  Schumann;  Ganz  to  play  Liszt — magic,   surely! 

MASON  &  RISCH 

230  YONGE  ST.  LIMITED  TORONTO,  ONT. 


Safety  First 

"Call    the    manager.      This    is    a 
bad  egg." 

Waiter:   "I    wouldn't    if    I    were 
you,  sir.      So's  he." 

Charral. 


Papa's  Piece 


Bright   Boy 


I  sent  my  boy  to  college  Teacher:   "Did    you    make    that 

With  a  pack  upon  his  back,  face  at  me?" 

I  spent  ten  thousand  dollars  Jimmie:   "No,  ma'am.      You  just 

And  got  a  quarter-back.  happened  to  walk  in  front  of  it. 

— Awgwan.  — Answers. 


W$h> 


Me?     I  can  gel  inlo  any  fraternity  dance  on  my  face.'' 
'Sure,  I  saw  you  come  out  of  one  that  way,'' 


Columns. 
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In  this  issue 

Katharine  Brush 

writes  of  jaunty  gentlemen  and 
of  women  who  are  not  really 
women  at  all — but  bright- 
haired  girls  with  the  warm 
breath  of  love  on  their  lips. 
"Never  Keep  a  Diary"  is  the 
kind  of  story  she  enjoys 
writing  and  you  will  enjoy 
reading.  The  illustrations  for  it 
are  gay  and  delightful  ones,  by 

ARTHUR  WILLIAM  BROWN 


(MejeHumor 


On  Sale  Everywhere 

April  1 


Books 

Continued  from  page  30 

that  he  and  his  wife  are  as  much  in 
love  as  it  is  possible  to  be. 

"The  Enemy's  Gates"  is  decid- 
edly above  the  average  novel. 
Barrett  has  attempted  a  big  thing 
and  done  it  exceedingly  well,  so 
well  in  fact  that  it  cannot  fail  to 
interest  the  thinking  person.  As 
a  whole  it  is  a  novel  which  deserves 
the  hearty  recommendation  of  a 
reviewer.  J.  H. 


Notice 

The  editor  deeply  regrets  that 
no  word  has  been  received  from 
Professor  Cuthbert  Thorax,  who 
last  month  set  out  with  a  hardy- 
little  band  to  discover  Montreal. 
The  many  kind  offers  of  search 
parties  are  acknowledged  with 
thanks.  If  the  Professor  is  not 
heard  from  by  this  time  next 
month  a  hideous  memorial  arch 
will  be  erected  in  front  of  the 
Ontario  Parliament  buildings  as 
a  reproach  that  such  expeditions 
should  be  necessary. 


Discovered 

"The  robber  wore  rubbers  and 
walked  backward,"  deduced  Hark- 
shaw. 

"Ah!"  observed  the  silly  mug. 
"then  we  must  look  for  a  man  with 
receding  gums!" 

-Belle  Hop. 


"Where  is  the  sponge  I  ashed  you 
to  buy?" 

"I  couldn't  see  a  good  one.     They 
all  had  holes  in  them!" 

Le  Rire,  Paris. 


Grammar 

Teacher  "What  word  is  the 
opposite  to  misery?" 

Class      "Happiness." 

Teacher  "What  is  opposite  to 
woe?" 

Class — "Giddap." 

— Iowa  Frivol. 

*  *        * 

Don't  Be  a  Sil. 

Stranger  —  to  boy  in  front  of 
barber  shop):  "Do  they  shave  you 
inside?" 

Boy:  "No,  you  fool,  on  the  face." 
Belle  Hop. 

*  * 

Whoa! 

The  Accused:   "I   was  not  going 
forty  miles  an  hour      not  twenty 
not  even  ten      in  fact  when  the  of- 
ficer  came   up    I    was   almost   at   a 
standstill. " 

The  Magistrate:  "I  must  stop 
this  or  you  will  be  backing  into 
something.      Forty  shillings!" 

Taller. 
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Tarcytan 

LondonCigarettes 

20  K35? 


yF£,Tareyton 

T»5„,  LONDON 

PlPe  SMOKING  MIXTURE 


Tony:   "That  woman  only  put  a  dime  in  the  cup." 
Mih.e:  "Play  "Insufficient  Sweetie'  and  see  if  she'll 
come  back  and  give  us  another  nickel.'' 

— Purple  Cow. 

Customer:  "I'd  like  to  see  some  good  second-hand 
cars." 

Salesman:   "So  would  I." 


Aligator. 


The  Sea  Dog 


Grammar 

"What  was  the  next  station?" 

"You  mean  what  is  the  next  station." 

"No.      What  was,  is  isn't  it?" 

"That  doesn't  make  any  difference.  Is  is  was 
but  was  is  not  necessarily  is." 

"Look  here;  what  was,  is,  and  what  is,  is.  Is  was 
is  or  is  is  was." 

"Nonsense.  Was  may  be  is,  but  is  is  not  was. 
Is  was  was,  but  if  you  was  is,  then  is  isn't  is  or  was 
wasn't  was.  If  was  is,  was  is  was,  wasn't  it?  But 
if  is  is  as  them — 

"Listen.  Is  is,  was  was,  and  is  was  and  was  is; 
therefore  is  was  is  and  was  is,  is  is  is,  and  was  was  was, 
and  is  is  was." 

"Shut  up,  will  you?  I've  gone  by  my  station 
already." 

—  Voo     Doo. 

In  the  Spring 

In  the  spring  a  young  man's  fancy 

Makes  him  amorous  and  bold; 
In  the  spring  he's  wild  and  prancy, 

Full  of  pep,  and  hard  to  hold. 
In  the  spring,  with  secret  laughter, 

Some  frail  flapper  sets  her  snare; 
And  the  spring  to  him  thereafter 

Means  just  lighter  underwear. 

— Northwestern  Purple  Parrot. 


Willie's  reading  lesson  was  about  ships  and  sea- 
ports. Coming  to  the  name  of  one  town  which  he 
couldn't  pronounce  he  hesitated. 

"Barque!"  prompted  the  teacher. 

Willie  looked  at  his  classmates  and  laughed. 

"Barque!"  exclaimed  the  teacher  harshly. 

Willie  looked  up  at  the  teacher. 

"Bow-wow!" 

Alligator. 
*        *        * 

Frances 

I've  lost  a  lot  of  chances 

To  go  tripping    round  with  Frances, 

And  I'm  sorry  as  can  be. 
She's  a  clever  little  filly 
And  her  patter  knocks  me  silly — 

Say,  she's  brimming  o'er  with  glee. 

Whenever  we're  together 

We  forget  there's  even  weather, 

For  we  talk  of  finer  stuff. 
I'd  like  to  see  her  often, 
For  I  want  her  heart  to  soften, 

And  I'm  saying  that's  no  bluff. 

If  she  reads  this,  'twill  remind  her 
I've  been  trying  hard  to  find  her, 

And  I  really  don't  know  how. 
Wrote  her  number  on  my  collar, 
And  I've  plenty  cause  to  holler, 

For  it's  at  the  laundry  now. 

— Sun    Dial. 
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PROFESSORS 


SATIRE 

MUSIC        LITEPATUPE 

ART 

CCULPTURE\MOTOI?r 

THEATRE 

DANCING      m'J  UFE 

^POPTF 

CINEMA                  4|^ 

FASHIONS 

WORLD  AFFAIRS 

£  Vanity  Fair 


Have  you  mislaid  Life? 


Does  your  notion  of  modern  literature  stop  short  at  Conrad  ? 
Did  you  abandon  the  theatre  when  Maude  Adams  retired? 
Did  you  stop  dancing  when  the  Castles  appeared?  Are  all 
your  dates  in  history  and  none  on  your  engagement  pad? 
Do  your  students  call  you  "Old  Something- or-other"  and 
does  it  hurt  a  bit? 

You  need  Vanity  Fair 


Vanity  Fair  gives  you  compactly  every  month 
an  unusual  account  of  the  important  happen- 
ings in  this  amusing  world  of  ours.  The  stage 
and  screen  .  .  .  painting  and  sculpture  .  .  . 
motors  and  sports  .  .  .  modern  music  and 
letters  .  .  .  dancing  and  crazes  .  .  .  celebrities 
and  notorieties  .  .  .  even  world  affairs  .  .  . 
all  are  considered  from  a  sophisticated  point 
of  view. 

These  accounts  are  spiced  with  the  liveliest  of 
humor  .  .  .  the  most  piquant  of  satire.  They 
are  garnished  lavishly  with  photographs  and 
drawings  of  the  actors  in  the  comedy. 

Special  Offer! 
10 

issues  of 

VANITY  FAIR 

fir 

$2.™ 


Read  Vanity  Fair  and  you'll  understand  your 
students  better.  Youth  is  worth  comprehend- 
ing. Flexibility  and  freshness  of  mind  are 
good  to  keep . 

Salt  your  life  with  humor.  Learn  to  enjoy  the 
indictment-by-satire  of  the  very  world  you 
live  in. 

And  if  you  don't  like  Vanity  Fair,  at  least  it 
will  teach  you  what  to  disapprove!  You  can 
be  up  to  the  moment  in  your  prejudices  any- 
how.    Sign  the  coupon  below  and  send  it  now. 


VANITY  FAIR, 
Greenwich,  Conn. 

I  have  cancelled  my  lectures  on  anthro- 
pology and  will  devote  the  time  to  Vanity 
Fair.  Enclosed  find  $2.00  for  ten  issues  of 
Vanity  Fair. 

Name 

Address 

City       
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QuickRelief 

Ufi    CUTS 
1       BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

D  odd's 

Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand   for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


ANTISEPtjc 

(^HEALING^ 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND    COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


Bound  to  Fail 

Dime      Novel     Publisher: 
business     is     going     to     the 


Method  in  His  Madness 


"My  "Say,  Ike,  vot  makes  it  dot  you 

to     the     wall,  get    for    your    birthday    so    many 

People    don't    buy    anything    but  presents?" 

expensive  editions  nowadays."  "You  see  I  giff  a  party  and  send 

His     Assistant:  "Yes,     de     luxe  oudt    cards    which    is    misprinted 

against  us."  'Your  presents  are  requested.  " 

— Punch  Bowl.  — Voo  Doo. 


(Continued  from  page  15) 

dead  and  waiting  to  be  buried." 
And  they  went  into  peals  of 
laughter.  Sitting  down  on  a  snow 
bank  beside  the  Post  Office,  they 
wiped  tears  of  merriment  from  their 
eyes. 

For  the  next  few  days  the  Misses 
Munroe  went  about  tight-lipped, 
self-conscious,  starting  nervously 
whenever  they  saw  a  hand-sleigh. 
At  the  end  of  the  third  day  the 
elder  Miss  Munroe  said:  "I  am 
afraid  we  are  being  talked  about 
because  of  this  affair.  The  people 
in  this  town  don't  understand  us: 
they  haven't  our  life  and  high 
spirits.  I  think  we  had  better  stay 
in  until  it  blows  over." 

And  she  nervously  pulled  the 
chintz  curtain  over  the  window 
that  looked  out  on  Main  Street. 

Mrs.   Turner 

Mrs.  Turner  is  a  sort  of  self- 
appointed  vigilance  committee  for 
the  morals  of  Willow  Village  and 
vicinity.  She  collects  evidences 
of  frailty  in  her  fellow  man  as  a 
small  boy  collects  shellsand pebbles. 
Not  only  is  she  eternally  on  the 
alert  for  this  sort  of  thing,  but  she 
makes  her  neighbours'  frailties  the 
subjects  of  long  and  exhausting 
prayers.  She  gives  the  impression 
of  going  into  conference  with  the 
Lord  about  them  every  so  often — 
she  telling  the  Lord  what  she 
thinks,  and  the  Lord  telling  her 
what  He  thinks,  and  she  saying  to 
Him:  "Now,  if  I  were  in  your 
place,  I  would —  '  And  He  saying  to 
her:  "Well,  Mrs.  Turner,  I  guess 
you're  right.  If  I  had  taken  your 
advice  years  ago,  this  planet  would 
not  be  in  the  state  it  is  now."  "Oh, 
that's  all  right,  Lord"  (Mrs. 
Turner),  "just  come  to  me  about 
anything  any  time." 


Wits,   Beware 

Punch:  "Did  you  hear  the  come- 
dian committed  suicide?" 

Bow:  "Yes?" 

Punch:  "Uh-huh.     Cut  his  jocu- 
lar vein." 

—Punch  Bowl. 


War     Cry     of     the     Molecules: 
"Up  and  atom,  up  and  atom!" 

— Pointer. 


Circulation  Type 


npURN  the  switch  of  the  Hotpoint  Water 
Heater!  No  more  "cold  water"  shaves. 
No  more  lukewarm  baths.  No  more  of  the  dis- 
comforts that  accompany  lack  of  hot  water. 
The  Hotpoint  Electric  Water  Heater  may  be 
attached  to  any  domestic  tank — the  switch  lo- 
cated in  the  most  convenient  part  of  the  house 
— and,  for  a  few  cents  a  day,  a  supply  of  hot 
water  is  always  available.  The  patented 
Calrod  (sheathed  wire)  heating  element,  used 
only  on  Hotpoint  Water  Heaters  is  practically 
indestructible  and,  being  completely  sub- 
merged, sends  all  the  heat  generated  directly 
into  the  water. 


Hotpoint  Water  Heaters  are  built  in  two 
styles — the  circulation  type,  which  wUl 
supply  hot  water  almost  instantly,  and 
the  immersion  type,  for  continuous 
operation. 


Immersion  Type 


ELECTRIC 
WATER  HEATER 

With  the  Famous  CALROD  Heating  Element 

H-26A 


A  Canadian  General  Electric  Product 


ver 


town  Bali 


Cushion  ycmrsdfa^amst  rough 
travel,  enjoy  the  ease  of  mind  of 
super-traction  and  dress  your  car 
with  distinction  by  equipping  with 

Goodrich 

Ilvertown 


Canadian  Goodrich 

Co.  Limited 

Kitchener 

Ontario 


est  in 
the  Long  Run " 


